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NEW YORK, DECEMBER 27, 1862. 
_ Our Prize Stories. 


OvR efforts to call out the talents of American tale writers of European writers in the same field. Among these it has 
| have met with the-most gratifying success. We have re- | been a difficult matter to award the palm of superiority, inas- 
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| whole, of an exceedingly creditable character. 


[PRICE 8 CENTS. 


, by FRANK LESLIE, in the Clerk’s Office of the District Court for the Southern District of New York. 


A consider- 


| able number of them compare favorably with the best efforts 


much as our choice was necessarily influenced by considera- 


| ceived in competition for the prizes offered for short stories, 
upwards of two hundred MSS. of varying merit, but, on the ' tions of moral tendency as well as artistic and literary merit. 
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» Our decision, however, is now made, and the first ‘prize has 
been awarded to a lady of Massachusetts, for the story 
entitled, 


 PAULINE’S PASSION AND PUNISHMENT,” 


the publication of which, with appropriate illustrations, will 
be commenced in our next number, and concluded in the 
succeeding one, when the second prize tale will be an- 
nounced. 

«“ PauLINe’s PassiON AND PuNISHMENT” is a story of ex- 
ceeding power, brilliant in description, thrilling in incident 
and unexceptionable in its moral, and its perusal cannot fail 
to be a source of high gratification to every class of readers. 

From the necessities of the case we have been limited to 
the award of but two prizes; but from the remainder of the 
MSS. we have selected a number of a high order of merit, 
for the purchase of which negotiations have been opened, 
and these we hope to present to our readers in rapid succes- 
sion. 

These productions are eminently American in conception 
and character, and we feel sure that they will be welcomed 
by the American people in preference to the productions of 
foreign pens, almost all of which are now prostituted to the 
misrepresentation and abuse of our country. They more- 
over relate to a society, a scenery, inferests and feelings 
thoroughly our own, and intelligible to all. As our readers 
will bear witness, our paper is thoroughly American in spirit 
and principles; American money supports it, and its col- 
umns shall be dedicated to American talent. 





Barnum’s American Museum. 
OLORED TROPICAL FISH swimming in the Aquaria, just 
obtained at a cost of over $7,000, are a 9 acquisition. 


They are to be seen at all hours. SPLENDID DRAMATIC PER- 
FORMANCES daily, at 3 and 7} o’clock P. M. 
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AU Communications, Books for Review, etc., must be addressed to 
FRANK LESLIE, 19 City Hall Square, New York. 


Dealers supplied and subscriptions received for FRANK LESLIE’S 
ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER, also FRANK LESLIE’S PICTORIAL HIs- 
TORY OF THE WAR OF 1861, by GEORGE P. Bemis & Cg , Proprietors of 
the London American 100 Fleet Street, London, England, Single copies 
always on sale. 


THE WAR. 


Our next paper will contain accurate pictures of the 
battle of Fredericksburg, from sketches made by our Spe- 
cial Artist, Mr. Henri Lovie. Every occurrence of impor- 
tance conrected with the pending campaign will be faith- 
fully illustrated in our paper. 





Frank Leslie’s Monthly. 

THE January number of this popular Monthly will appear 
in a new and greatly improved form, under the name of 
Frank Lesire’s Lapy’s MaGazinze. It will preserve all of 
its present attractive features of tales, poetry, biographies, 
incidents of travels, and its comic pages; while greater 
prominence will be given to fashions, patterns, needlework, 
household receipts, and those other features which have 
already made it a favorite with ladies and families. 


Review of the Week. 


CAPTURE OF FREDERICKSBURG-——-THE GREAT BATTLE. 


ALL is not quiet on the barks of the Rappahannock, and 
the dread that the army of Washington was to go into win- 
ter quarters before Fredericksburg has been relieved. Gen. 
Burnside successfully threw his army across the Rappahan- 
nock, on the llth of December. The movement of the 
National troops commenced early in the morning, when 
the pontoons being ready, the construction of bridges 
across the river in front of Fredericksburg and three miles 
below was commenced. The enemy speedily opened fire 
from under cover of the houses of the city, which was 
the signal for a ferrific bombardment from the Umon 
guns, of which 168 were in position. This was con- 
tinued for five hours. The city was fired in many places, 
and the smoke of the burning buildings rolled up in 
a dark canopy over the flaming artillery, a spectacle of 
grandeur and fear. At three o’clock in the afternoon, a body 
of one hundred volunteers crossed the river in small boats 
under a‘heavy fire, dislodged the shurpshooters from their 
hiding-places and rifle-pits, and captured more than their 
own number in prisoners. The movement made in the face 
of two great armies was watched with intense interest, and 
was greeted with the wildest enthusiasm from the National 
lines. ‘The bridges were now completed without further 
opposition. 

On Friday the grand advance took place; Gen. Shennan 
leading the way in front of the city and Gen. Franklin three 
miles below. The rebels now opene:! with their artillery 
from their works in the rear of the town, but without much 
effect. Their guns were ultimately silenced by the Union 
artillery posted on the opposite bank pf the river, and 
night settled down on the two armies, engaged in active pre- 
parations for the great battle which was to decide in great 
part or wholly the fate of the rebellion. 

And here it may be explained that the rebel position con- 
sisted of a double line of hastily constructed but formidable 
earthworks, erected on two parallel ranges of hills lying 
Tespectively one and two miles back of Fredericksburg, and 
overlooking the plain on which it is built. ‘To reach these 
works the national forces had to cross this plain in effective 
range of the heavy guns placed in the fortifications. 

Saturday morning came, and skirmishlng commenced at 
daylight, the enemy bringing the whole weight ot his artil- 





lery to bear on the city of Fredericksburg, in which were 
massed a large body of the National forces, but without 
much effect. At 10 o’clock the fight became general, and 
the enemy’s right was driven back fur upwards of a mile 
and a half in confusion. The National centre was not, how- 
ever, as successful as the left, but fought gallantly until 
night, maintaining its position close against the enemy. Just 
at dusk the right crest of the hills occupied by the rebels 
was taken by storm, and the enemy driven from the position 
with great slaughter. The day closed with the battle unde- 
cided, but with the advantage on the side of the National 
army. The fighting throughout was severe, and the losses 
among our officers and men heavy. Gen. Jackson, of the 
Pennsylvania Reserves, and Gen. Bayard, of the cavalry. 
were killed, and Gens. Vinton, Gibbon, Kimball, Caldwell 
and Meagher wounded. The less of the enemy during the 
day is, of course, unknown. From prisoners taken, it was 
ascertained that the whole rebel army in Virginia was 
engaged, comprising the forces of Lee, Jackson, Longstreet, 
Hill and Stewart--not far from 150,000 strong. 

‘The battle was not resumed on Sunday, the day being 
devoted to care of the wounded. There was some desul- 
tory firing, but nothing of importance happened. 


THE GRAND ARMY RECROSS THE RAPPAHANNOCK. 


On the night of Monday, December 15, Gen. Burnside 
withdrew his troops across the Rappahannock and re- 
oveupied Falmouth. Owing to the fortunate fact that a 
storm of wind and rain was raging, the enemy was not 
aware of the departure of our army. The losses are re- 
ported as heavy, some of the estimates reaching the high 
figure of 13,000. All agree that the position of the enewy- 
was too strong to be carried with the bayonet, and there was 
no transportation for the heavy artillery. 


OPERATIONS IN TILE SOUTH-WEST. 


The situation of affairs in the South-West is not greatly 
changed. The army under Gen. Grant has penetrated to 
Grenada, occupyiug that city and its vicinity. The rebel 
army, under Gens. Pemberton, Van Dorn and Price, seems 
to have retreated eastward, in the direction of Alabama, 
having apparently relinquished their intention of reinforcing 
Vicksburg. It is surmised that they may attempt to com- 
bine their forces with those under Joe Johnston, and thus 
endanger Rosecrans. The region thus gained from the 
rebels by Gen. Grant is of great importance, as it contains 
the finest cotton land in America, Marshall, Lafayette, 
Yallobusha and Panda, being the largest cotton-growing 
counties in the State. Some apprehensions are entertained 
for the safety of Nashville, the combined rebel forces, under 
Johnston, Cheatham, Forrest and Morgan having advanced 
trom Muarfreesburg, in the direction of Rosecrans’s position, 
having evidently been encouraged in their design of attack- 
ing him by the recent capture of a National brigade at Harts- 
ville. Our troops, however, are reported to be in good 
spirits and eager for battle. Circumstances indicate clearly 
that a great struggle is at hand between the rival armies of 
the South West, which will probably decide the question in 
that region. The expedition under Gen. McClerland, and 
designed to co-operate with Admiral Porter, is now com- 
plete, and waiting orders. 


THE RECENT VICTORIES IN ARKANSAS. 

The vicinity of Curtis’s and Sigel’s victory at Pea Ridge, 
Arkansas, has been signalised by another severe fight 
and splenaid victory for the National arms. On the 28th of 
November, Gen. Blunt, commanding a small force of Union 
troops at Cane Hill, some miles to the south-west of Fayette- 
ville, was attacked by 11,000 insurgents, led by the rebel 
Gen. Marmaduke. A sharp engagement ensued, in which 
the latter was defeated, and compelled into a precipitate 
flight. Subsequently, Marmaduke, reinforced by Gens. 
Hindman, Parsons, Frost and Rains, their combined force 
amounting to 28,000 men, undertook to intercept Gen. Herron, 
who, at the head of 7,Q00 men, was marching to the support 
of Gen. Blunt at Cane Hill. On the 7th of December they 
succeeded in throwing the whole body between the two 
National officers, encountering Herron at Prairie Grove, ten 
miles to the south of Fayetteville. A desperate engagement 
ensued, lasting from ten o’clock in the morning until four 
o’clock, when Gen. Blunt, by a forced march from Cane Hilly 
fell upon the rebel rear. The rebels made desperate efforts to 
crush the two assailing columns in detail, but without 
success, and at dark give up the contest, and fled from the 
field, with a loss of 700 killed and 2,500 wounded. Among 
the killed were five Colonels. The National loss was 200 
killed and about 500 wounded. Among the killed are Col. 
Black, 37th Illinois, and Col. McFarland, 19th Iowa. Under 
the cover of night the rebel army retreated beyond the 
Arkansas river, and it is believed will not attempt another 
stand in a State wherein they have never met with a single 
success, and where their efforts have resulted only in defeat 
and disgrace. The presumption is that Marmaduke will 
attempt to carry his disorgan'zed army across the Missis- 
sippi, and join the rebel forces operating in Tennessee and 
Mississippi. 

ESCAPE OF THE ALABAMA. 

The Alabama was found on the morning of the 19th of 
November by the U.S. irigate San Jacinto, safely anchored 
in the harbor of Martinique. Upon Capt. Ronckendorff 
nearing the port he was notified that if he entered it he 
would be compelled to remain 24 hours after the departure 
of the pirate vessel. He was also warned off to a marine 
league. Under these circumstatices, the captain of the San 
Jacinto resolved to wait outside the harbor, having ar- 
ranged with Capt. Nickinson, of the American ship Hamp- 
ton, tomake siguals, should the Alabama attempt to escape. 
The night was very dark and stormy, and the rockets fired 
by Capt. Nickinson signalled that the rebel steamer was 
escaping by the southward part of Fort Royal Bay, which 
being six miles wide gave her every chance. The result 
was that she eluded the vigilance of Capt. Ronckendorff, 
As a proof of the sympathy shown by the French authori- 
ties for the rebels, a French ship-of-war anchored betweep 
the San Jacinto and the Alabama. ‘The bad animus of the 





authorities, and which is but a faint reflection of thejry 
Emperor’s sentiment, was stil! further shown by their ay. 
resting Capt. Nickinson for making the signals. 


THE NEW STATE OF WESTERN VIRGINIA. 

Congress has passed the bill admitting Western Virginia 
as a State,into the Union, and the bill only requires the sig. 
niture of the President to become alaw. The new. State 
embraces 48 counties, or all the territory of the old State 
lying west of the Shenandoah mountains and north of the 
Sahdy river and its southern affluents. It commences with 
Morgan county, on the Potomac, and following the westery 
base of the Shenandoah range, extends to and includes 
Mercer, Wyoming, Logan and Wayne counties, in the south- 
west. We should all encourage the advent of the thirty-fift), 
star, and promptly welcome into the Union the twentieth 
free State. 

The population of the new State, under the census of 
1860, was 334,921 whites, and 13,271 slaves. In respect of 
whites, therefore, it will have 45,000 more than South Caro- 
lina. The white population has increased 81,282, or 32 per 
cer.t., between 1850 and 1860; the slaves decreased nearly 
1,000, or six-and-a-half per cent. in the same period. The 
whole of old Virginia in the same ten years gained 17 per 
cent. only on her white population, and seven per cent. on 
her slaves; the entire increase being but 12} per cent. 

CONGRESSMEN FROM THE REBEL STATES. 

A significant and important movement in the direction of 
reconstructing the Union, is the gradual return of members 
of Congress from the seceded States. An election has just 
been held in New Orleans and vicinity, resulting in the 
return of Benjamin F. Flanders and Michael Hahn. It is a 
little singular that Mr. J. E. Bouligny, member of the late 
Congress, and who refused to relinquish h’s seat when 
Louisiana seceded, was not chosen. He received but 136 
votes to 2,184 for Mr. Flanders. Elections are to be held in 
Nashville and other points in Western and Middle Tennes- 
see, and also in Eastern North Carolina. We may therefore 
expect to see a very fair representation of members from 
the rebel States in the next Congress. 

THE FRENCH IN MEXICO. 

The French are deliberately working out their plans in 
Mexico. They have occupied Jalapa, and taken the ports 
of Alvarado and Tampico. It is stated that they had cup- 
tured the National bridge on the high road to Mexico, but 
that it was afterwards retaken by the Mexicans, and the 
communication between the Mexican advance and rear cut 
off. The French General Forey has issued a proclamation 
in the usual inflated Gallic sty?e, in which there is a great 
deal said about Law, Order and Civilization, French disin- 
terestness, etc.—the saliva with which the anaconda lubri- 
cates its prey. On the other hand, President Juarez has 
issued a proclamation inflicting the penalty of death upon all 
who shall carry dispatches to or from the French army. 
The consequence is that all communication between the 
interior and the coast is now cut off. 





Returning Good for Evil, 

DuRinG the prescnt contest we have always made a wide 
distinction between the English people anil the English 
Government in speaking or writing of the relations between 
Great Britain and the United States. We have learned, as 
well by education as by an intimate personal experience, 
the wide differ@nces which exist between the great people 
which constitutes the basis of English society and the small 
minority which monopolises its government. We have never 
doubted the sympathy of the one, and we have had a thiou- 
sand illustrations of the hostility of the other. The same 
feelings and opinions have been shared by the entire body 
of the American.people. And although engaged in a war 
exceeding in magnitude any which has been waged on either 
continent within half a century, the American people have 
not been blind to the evils and sufferings incident to their 
friends abroad, in connection with their own struggles for 
National integrity and their high position ag the exponents 
of popular liberty and the representatives and defenders of 
Republican Lustituticns. 

This feeling has been illustrated on more than one occa- 
sion. When famine stalked abroad in Ireland, and when 
the mothers and daughters of England fell victims to the 
merciless ferocity and brutal passions of the Sepoys of India, 
the munificent hand of bounty was extended to the starving. 
and the blessed meed of sympathy was vouchsafed for the 
outraged and the suffering. When Havelock, the avenger of 
Cawnpore, died prematurely, the flags of every vessel in 
the ha:ibor of New York were drooped in respect for 
his memory, and in recoguition of the services which he 
had rendered to outraged humanity. America, during the 
period when English power was perilled in the East, 
furnished no powder to the insurgents, fitted out no ships 
in their behaif, never spoke of their struggle in accents of 
sympathy, but cordially maintained the necessity and duty 
of Great Britain to re-establish her trembling authority. 

And when 80 years had healed the wounds of a forcible 
but necessary and advantageous separation of its American 
Colonies from the British Crown, the descendant and heir 
of George III. visited the.country against which his fathers 
had fought, he received a welcome which must ever be 
amongst the proudest recollections of his life. 

And even now, when the struggle of the American peop| 
for its National life is stigmatised as a mean aspiration {v1 
empire, by the highest officer of the British Government, 
when the English pirate Alabama floats the seas, when 
English powder fires English balls from British guns against 
the breasts of the defenders of our National integrity, and 
words of misrepresentation and unmerited abuse fill th: 
columns of English newspapers—we say that even now, 
under all the load of outrage heaped upon us by the govern- 
ing and commercial classes of England, America remaius 
firm and consistent in its sympathy with the English peop 
—a people weighed down by the most selfish, the most cruel 
end the most detestable aristocracy and Government that 
ever tyrannised over a suffering and patiegt people. This 
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cag" AFTER DEATH. 
BY AMANDA T. JONES. 





Face to face, white as the snow on the hills, 
Eyes piercing eyes and breath meeting breath, 
Careless of pleasures, forgetful of ills— 
Soon must I stand in thy presence, O,Death! 


Nearer, yet nearer! the air is a-cold; 

Low runs the pulse—sinks the heart in my breast; 
Nearer, yet nearer! thou emperor old, 

Close to the valley, thine empire of rest. 


Soon wilt thou rob me of feeling and power— 
Gladly I yield them, preparing for sleep; 

Only leave with me my one little fower— 
Alas! in my field there is no grain to reap. 


Only a flower—’tis the flower of my love— 
*This have I ever kept blooming and white ; 

So when my bridegroom comes down from above, 
His smile of acceptance will gladden my sight. 


He will lean over me, taking my hands: 

‘¢ Love, thou art mine,” he will whisper, ‘‘ my bride! 
Empires uncounted, clouds, oceans and lands, 

Star, sun and sphere, at our feet shall abide.” 


Eyes piercing eyes, and breath meeting breath, 
Then will I give him the white flower I hold; 

And he will love me—the daughter of Death— 
Wooing me tenderly out of the cold. 


Oh! the gweet smile of this lover ofmine— 
Kingly, benignant, Heaven’s signet of rest! 

The touch of his lips shall revive me as wine, 
And life, overflowing, shall heave in my breast. 


Nearer, yet nearer—draw nearer, O Death! 
Stop the flow of my pulses, the play of my heart; 
Eyes piercing eyes, and breath meeting breath, 
So clasping my white flower, from earth I depart. 
Black Rock, N. Y., Nov., 1862. 


UNCLE JOHN’S STORY. 


THERE was a gathering of relatives a short time ago at 
the house of my father, amoug whom was Uncle John, a ruddy, 
tout, bald-headed old gentleman, who was remarkable for gentle- 
ness of disposition and kindness of heart. As we cosily sat talking 
of one thing and another, the conversation fell upon the individual 
prowess of our soldiers in battle, when several related their own 
experiences of hand to hand encounters. Suddenly, with the im- 
pertinent curiosity of a sophomore, I asked Unele John if he had 
ever fought with any one in histife. I was a favorite of his, and 
moreover an invalid whose whims were usually humored. I was 
troubled with a pulmonary disease, which had already made some 
inroads upon my constitution, and no one was kinder, nor sympa- 
thised with me more than Uncle John did. I remarked that my 
mother blushed when I asked the question, and uncle regarded her 
with a quizzical expression. The old gentleman endeavored to get 
rid of me with a “ Pooh, pooh, nonsense, boy,” but I insisted, and 
several of my cousins joining me, we asked the question in chorus, 
when he finally admitted that ‘‘hetbelieved he had.” This admis- 
sion was received with much merriment by my father and'mother 
and Aunt Sarah, who»was Uncle John’s wife. There was evidently 
something behind the curtain that we young people were ignorant 
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Unele John’s contest with Bryson. 


of, and we pressed him for the story. He turned to Aunt Sarah and 
my mother and asked them if they had any objection to his gratify- 
ing the young folk with an account of the “first spooney, and last 
bruiser period in the life of Uncle John. It may serve as a stimulus 
to my boy,” turning to me, ‘in getting rid of that ugly customer— 
consumption.” They making no objection, and we being all atten- 
tion, he began his story, which I give in his own language : 

Mons. Charles de Rondet was Professor of French at my Alma 
Mater, and at the time of which I speak he had been in this country 
but two years, and spoke our language imperfectly. Te was an in- 
telligent man, but his mind ran’in a groove on the subject of the 
science of physics as applied to the perfection of the human race. 
The principal link in the chain of his theory to the attainment of 
this end was harmonious marriage as he called it. That is, that 
health, strength, opposite temperaments and certain affinities of the 
mind should be sine gua non in the selection of a life partner. He 
had brought with him from France his eldest daughter, whom he 
had inoculated with these ideas almost from her cradle. She was 
then about eighteen, and could be called without exaggeration beau- 
tiful. Sometimes in the heat of scientific discussion he referred to 
her as a tangible illustration of his idea, her mother having been 
selected in accordance with the before mentioned requirements. 


The name of the daughter was Marie—in appearance more of a 


Hebe than a Diana, and counted her admirers by scores. 

Being of a slender frame, with a predisposition to consumption, I 
of course did not come up to the standard. But there was one man 
who did in every particular save one—the intellectual affinity. His 


name was Bryson—a very good sort of a fellow, but she was head 


and shoulders above him in point of intelligence. Yet there seemed 
some prospect of this being overlooked, Bryson having one day 
arrested a runaway horse attached to a vehicle containing Marie. 








The horse had been completely frightened, and Marie’s strenuous 
efforts to stop his headlong career were of no avail. Bryson, who 
happened to be near, darted out into the street, seized the reins 
near the bit and succeeded in stopping the animal. In the effort he 
was dragged a little way, buf showed his grit by hanging on. I 
arrived on the ground just in time to see Bryson assist her in alight- 
ing, and hear her thanks to the chivalrous knight who had been 
doing the heroic in this lively little scene. She said in her soft 
French accent, and with a touch of the idiom: 

‘Behold us safe, my preserver. I can never render to you enough 
of thanks, but be assured of my eternal reconnaissance. My 
father and myself will be charm-ed to see you as soon as you may 
have the disposition to come te our home. I have no doubt it will 
give great pleasure to my friend Monsieur John,” turning to me 
**to accompany you to our dwelling, seeing he is acquainted with 
you.” 

And with an au revoir the sunshine passed away. Just about this 
time Cupid sent a dart whizzing through the heart of Bryson. One 
had gone through mine some time before. 

I swallowed the sour grapes which Marie prepared for me when 
she said it would give me pleasure to accompany Bryson to her 
house, and went with him, and he was the hero of the evening. 
Making an astronomical observation, I may say that the star of my 
love paled its ineffectual fire before the brightness of the new planet 
—Bryson. He had evidently made a good impression on the de 
Rondets, and it was soon noised about that Mademoiselle Maric 
had an especial predilection for Chevalier Bayard, as she called him. 

It was plain that I should be obliged to eliminate the hero Bryson, 
if I wished successfully to storm the citadel of Marie’s affections. 1 
read up on the hobbies of her father, and talked with him about the 
old Romans and Greeks, who could perform wonders with head and 
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hand, and whom he held to be the best types of the complete man ; 
about the effects of the intermarriage of different races—Slavonic, 
Celtic, etc. To the daughter I was assiduous in my attentions—so 
was Bryson. But she had a strong prejudice against anything in 
the shape of a valetudinarian, and I was very like one. I frequently 
met my rival at the house of our divinity, where I usually ruled the 
roast in talking, as Bryson’s conversation was anything but a feast 
of reason. In her presence my sallies were at his expense—he was 
a butt for every jest. One night he became so exasperated he 
jumped up abruptly and left the house. In about half an hour I fol- 
lowed, and found him waiting for me with a good deal of impatience 
in front of the house. His remark on approaching me was very ex- 
pressive: 

** If you are a man, follow me.” 

We repaired to a common back of the Professor’s house, without 
a word. 

* Peel!” said my antagonist. 

I removed my coat. He did the same. It was a beautiful night— 
the moon was unusually bright, looking down upon us so quietly 
and placidly, while my companioa was ruffled and fuming with 
anger. I could not help admiring his compact, muscular frame, as 
he stood waiting for me with compressed lip and kindling eye. 
There was no escape, I must submit to a flogging. 

‘* Are you ready!” said he impatiently. 

As soon as I had answered in the affirmative I saw some stars that 
were not in the firmathent, and found my length on the cold grass. 
I began to have a respect for the man as I gathered myself up for 
round number two, 

** Verily, you hit like a bruiser,” said I. But, as I mentioned be- 
fore, he was not. much of a talking man; he therefure made no 
response with his tongue, but did with his clenched fist, laying me 
out on the grass as before. 

The third round finished me. He struck me a severe blow on the 
breast, which produced hemorrhage of the lunys. A little pool of 
blood formed in the grass. I was too weak to rise. As he picked 
me up he said in a somewhat contemptuous tone, with a grain or two 
of pity in it: ** You are a very easy mau to whip. Our fighting has 
* been like the, handle of a jug—all on one side.” 

Weak and crestfallen, I was put to bed in my friend Bob Sturgis’s 
room, which was near by, where I remained four weeks. It was very 
soon known in the neighborhood that I had been badly flogged by 
Bryson, and some of my friends came to condole with me. 1 treated 
them drily, for I could not stand their pity. Among the rest came 
Prof. de Rondet. He took my hand, as I laid there pale and weak, 
and said: e 

“* Pauvre garcon! What idea to fight yourself against ze little 
Hercules (his pet name for Bryson). I have been made acquaint 
wiz ze whole business. \Ze first time you stand face to face of him, 
bum! you find yourself on ze ground. Second time, Lum! down 
again. Third time, bum extraordinaire! In effect, c’est fini. You 
are weak at ze lungs, and ze last bum took you at ze pvint faible. 
But what détise fof you to make like that wiz a man de premiere 
force, bien fait, & bien portant. Quel homme que ce little Hercules. 
I am sorry that you had in the idea to become ze husband of ma /ile. 
It cannot be. Jamais. Except you should have ze physique to put 
ze little Hercules hors de combat, as he to you has done,” and the old 
gentleman smiled at the thought of such a contingency. I had 
spoken to hima week or two before about addressing his daughter 
with a view to marriage. If he had any doubts about my fitness 
then, he certainly had none now. This flogging had turned the 
scale completely, and Bryson was in high favor. The Professor con- 
tinued: 

“Tn fine, mon cher, you have ze mind, but not ze body, see you. 
Ze engine is like to ze brain, ze steam generating apparatus to ze 
body. You have not ze body to make ze steam for your head. Mon 
ami, your head is good engine, but your boiler arrangement is ver-r-r 
bad. C’est dommage,I grieve for you. Good-morning. Igo tosee 
you soon again,” and my Job’s comforter was off. 

This drubbing was the hinge on which my life turned. I was 
wont to tike a deep interest in philology; I had been a digger after 
Greek roots, Sanscrit derivations and the like. All that was changed 
now. My disturbed mind settled down upon one idea as a base of 
operations, namely, a determinaticn to make myself, under Provi- 
dence, a strong, healthy man, if it were possible, and give Bryson 
a Roland for his Oliver, and thus gain the hand of Marie. I had 
misgivings about ever being able to cope with him in strength, but 
hoped that superior agility, which a light man always acquires more 
readily than a heavy one, would prove equal to it. Bryson and my- 
self were both at the cormmencement of our junior year, and in two 
years would graduate, and I resolved to give myself that length of 
time in in my preparation. 

I was tormented with one apprehension: I was fearful that, before 
the expiration of that time, she might, through the solicitations of 
her father, engage herself to Bryson, and I had as yet no positive 
assurance that she preferred me; yet my impression was that she 
did, although she had not said it in so many words. Marie had an 
eye for the ludicrous, and I had frequently given her opportunities 
of seeing the foibles of my rival in our triangular little talks, and I 
thought she could not love a man so much her inferior in mind. 
Yet there was no knowing how she would decide, seeing she was a 
little coquettish, like all of her countrywomen, and I dared not open 
my mind to her, for I was afraid her peculiar education might exert 
a strong influence on her choice. I continued in this state of mind, 
hopeful and despairing by turns. 

Tn carrying out my health and strength-seeking projects, I was 
fortunate in having such a friend as Bob Sturgis. Athletic sports 
were a passion with him, particularly skating, rowing and boxing: 
He was a full cousin of mine, and took more than a common interest 
inme. Of alarge frame, a generous rature, he was the acknow- 
ledged champion of the oppressed. He was regarded among the 
little fags as a hero, and by almost every one as a good fellow. We 
rented a secluded little Louse, down by the river, and went to work. 
I had a schedule for the occupation of my time, with certain hours 
for walking, rowing, boxing and gymnastics. My life for two years 
was a routine of out of door exercise, of regularity in eating, sleep- 
ing and bathing. At the end of that time I was a changed man. 
Such perfect health was a sixth sense to me. 

While I was thus absorbed, rumors came to my ears now and then 
of a change in Bryson, that from being one of the idlest he had be- 
come one of the most diligent students at the college, that his recita- 
tions were perfect, and that he was beginniog to attain some 
reputation as a debater in the literary society to which he belonged. 
I noticed, when I met him, that his face was losing some of its 
ruddiness and assuming a more intellectual type. It was plain he 
also hada plan. I tonjectured that he was trying to raise himself 
to the intellectual level of Marie. As time rolled on, this conjecture 
became with me a conviction. 

On the day fullowing commencemént, with a consciousness of thy 
strength and knowledge of boxing, I determined to bring matters to 
a close, and accordingly called on Bryson. I knocked at his door and 
recognised his voice bidding me enter. I stood in the middle of the 
room, waiting some minutes, before he raised his eyes from his book, 
he was so absorbed in his studies. I was surprised at his change of 
manner. The old boisterous tone and levity of expression were re- 
placed by a quiet, thoughtful demeanor, and a voice that was gentle 
yet firm. I came to his room without one revengeful feeling, and 
seeing him so quict and gentlemanly, I felt ashamed of my mission. 





It was only for a moment I hesitated. I thought of Marie as I said, 

“Two years ago you flogged me very severely, and I am now 
very desirous of knewing whether you can do it again.” 

He answered me, with some surprise, 

“I have no desire to renew that quarrel, sir. 
you should have remembered it so long ?” 

Predetermined to have a casus belli, I replied in a way that I 
thought would be effective, and which proved so. 

“* When I was weak and in ill-health you did not hes'tate to etrike 
me down, to the jeopardy of my life. But now, seeing me able to 
defend myself, you refuse me my satisfaction. Can you call such 
proceeding anything else than coward'y ?” 

His face flushed with anger for a moment, and then all was repose 
again, as he said: 

‘Be it as you wish, sir. 
you may name.” 

I designated the spot and the hour—down by the river—three 
o’clock the next afternoon. 

A half dozen of us were on the ground at the appointed time. 
Bryson in speaking to me on meeting evinced neither anger nor the 
contrary. His face was serene, and his manner almost indifferent. 
The grossness of former times was gone. Severe study had removed 
his superfluous flesh and left him his muscle and a thinking head. 
While-I was ad. iring him as a model type of a man, he stepped 
forward, and said: ’ 

“T call you to witness, all who are here, that I regard this fight- 
ing as an unchristian, brutal business, and that my antagonist 
would accept of no other satistaction is the reason of my being here 
to confront him in an encounter which is alike repugnant to my 
feelings and principles. If, therefore, this fight should result in my 
opponent being put to bed as before, the responsibility will rest 
upon himself alone, for he has, during two years, nursed a desire 
for revenge of an act which I had almost forgotten one month after 
it occurred; and he who can harbor a spirit of revenge for a trivial 
act, for so long a time, must possess a heart morally tainted. I will 
therefore have nothing further to do with this man after this busi- 
ness has been disposed of. I am ready.” 

Without an iota of the revenge he imputed to me, I was however 
nettled at his forego1.e conclusion of putting me to bed, and felt 
eager for the fray. I remarked since we were on the grouud that he 
was absorbed about something foreign to the matter in hand, and 
whatever it was, it seemed to afford him great pleasure. Except 
while he was talking, he stood in a dreamy abstraction, and now 
and then his face was radiant with happiness. I inferred that it 
must be an extraordinary cause that cou!d render a man so distrait 
on the eve of a jike contest. Without puzzling myself further about 
the reason of this singularity of manner, I simply said, “I was 
ready,” and with that we went to work. Knowing that my body 
could not sustain the injury that his could, I stood on the defensive. 
He seemed determined to finish up the whole thing in as short a 
time as possible, and rushed upan me in the most belligerent fashion 
with four or five blows in quick succession, which I skilfully par- 
ried. He stopped for a moment with surprise at the defence of the 
enemy, and then went to work more scientifically. Now a feint, 
and now a foiled blow was the rule for some minutes, and finally a 
thump on the left shoulder sent me whirling into the arms of my 
friend Bob who stood behind me. I was up again as quick as thought 
and at itagain. For five minutes or more, I bore up successfully 
under a vigorous assault, when a stunning blow on the right shoul- 
der sent me spinning like a top again into Bub’s friendly arms. As 
I lay for half a minute, supported by my friend, I whispered: 

**It was like the kick of a horse, that last one, Bob.” 

** But don’t you see he is getting tired, while you are fresh as a 
daisy,” said he, encouragingly. ‘‘Give him one or two goodthumps 
and you will have things your own way.” 

Bob was right. He was getting tired. His sedentary life of two 
years had unfitted him for an enduring effort. My training had given 
me powers of endurance which L could scarcely credit myself. We 
renewed the contest. This time I was the aggressor, and after press- 
ing him closely for some time, succeeded in knocking him down. 
Yet he was very soon on his feet again, but much exhausted. I now 
threw into the struggle all my reserved strength, and knocked him 
down as fast as he could get up, and finished him with one tremen- 
dous blow in the neck which left him on the ground insensible. 
Seeing him bleeding and helpless, I was seized with remorse, and 
assisted his friends in reviving him. As he began to recover slowly 
he held up his arms to d>fend himself from imiginary blows. His 
bewildered senses coming back, he realized his condition, and saw 
the expression of solicitude on the surrounding faces. He said in 
scarcely an audible voice : 

“A practical lesson in humility. I deserve this for my boasting.” 

At this I could not restrain myself. 1 caught his hand and asked 
him to forgive me—explained that I had done all to obtain Marie. 
He answered faintly : 

**Love’s labor lost. Marie became Mrs. Bryson this morning.” 

* * * * * * * * 

**Ts that all, uncle ?” 

‘TI think it’s enough, seeing it is time all well-regulated families 
should be in their beds.”’ 

“But what became of Mrs. Bryson?” asked I. 

“There she sits on the sofa, quite matter-of-fact now, but once 
as romantic as Shakespeare’s Juliet.” 

“What! mother ?” 

“* Exactly.” 

** And father is Bryson ?” 

“Exactly.” 

** And you married Marie’s, that is, mother’s sister ?” 

“Right again. And now, my boy, I trust you will profit by my 
experience, and follow my example in all save the fighting, and be- 
come a stout hearty old gentleman like myself.” 


Is it possible that 


**T will meet you at any time and place 


BOMBARDMENT OF FREDERICKSBURG. 


‘“*THe Rubicon is passed,” and the grand army of the 
Potomac is on the south side of the Rappahannock. Previous to 
this movement being accomplixhed, the shameless vilation by the 








rebels of the" agreement entered into between Gen. Burnside and’ 


the municipal authorities of Fredericksburg forced upon the Fede- 
ral commander the bombardment of tlat city. The New York 
Times correspondent thus describes the event : 

“At 10 o’clock General Burnside gives the order, ‘Concentrate 
the fire of al) your ;113 on the city, und batter it down!’ You may 
believe they were not loth to obey. ‘The artillery of the right— 
eight batteries—was commanded- by Col, Hays; Col. Tompkins, right 
centre, eleven batteries; Coi. Tyler, left centre, seven batteries ; Capt. 
DeRuesy, left, nine batteries. [In afew moments these thirty-five bat- 
teri.s, forming a total of ove hundred and syenty-nine guns, ranging 
from ten-pounder Parrott’s, to four and a half inch siege guns, postec 
along the conyex si:.e of the are of the eircle, formed by the ben» of the 
river and land opposite Fredericksburg, opened on the doomed city. 
The effect was, of course, terrific, and reg rded merely #8 a phenomenon, 
was among the most awfully grand conceivable. Perhaps what will 
give you the liveliest idea of its eff ct is « succession, absolutely witi- 
out intermission, of the very loudest thunder peals It lasted thus for 
upwards of an hour, fifty rounds being fired from each gun, an’ I know 
not how many hundred tons of iron were thro« n into the town. 

The congregated Generals were transfixed. Mingled satisfaction 
and awe was upon every face But what was tantalizing was, that 
though a great deal could be heard, rothivg could be seen, the city being 
still enveloped in fog and mist. Only a denser pillar of smoke defining 
stgelf on the back ground of the fog, indicated where the town had been 
.red by our shells. Another and another column showed itself, and we 
presently saw that at least a doven houses must be on fire, 








mattendin 





—— 


“Toward noon the curtain rolled up, and we saw that it was indeeg 
so. Fredericksburg was in conflagration. Tremendous though thig 
firing had been, and territic though its effect obviously was on the to 

it had not wecomplished the object intended, It was found by our gun. 
ners almost impessible to obtain a sufficient depression of their Diveeg 
to sheil the front part of the city, and the reb«1 sharpshooters were stil] 
comparatively safe behind the thick stone walls of the houses.” 


Heroic Dash of U.S. Troops across the Rappahannock, 


We illustrate in our present paper one of those numerous actg 
daring which have riised the charicter of our soldiers to the highest 
position in the military world. When the fire of the enemy from the 
rifle pits othe south side of the Rappahannock became so deacly t 
the pentoniers could not carry on their work, Gen. Burvside called fog 
100 volunieers to cross, and dislodge, at the bayovet point, the concealed 
sharpshooters. Thousands sprang forward, but only the pumber re. 
quired was chosen. I’ ese consisted of men from the 7th Michigan ang 
19th Ma sachusetts. With the utmost alacrity this gallant forlorn 
sprang into the boats, and on eee wee other side, drove the ew 
from their pits at the point of the bayonet, capturing 37 prisouerg 
Only one man was killed and five wounded in this a duty, 
bridge was soon finished, and a sufficient force passed over to hold the 
town. Our Artist and the correspondent of the 7ribwne were on the 
spot, and both speak in the highest terms of the gallant 7th and 19th 
regiments. 


The Crossing of the Rappahannock at Midnight. 


Our Artist d-scribes the crossing over of the National army on the 
10th December as a most striking scene. ‘‘ Although a slight migt 
shrouded the lower part of the scene, floating a few feet above the 
river, the moonlight was resplendent. The shore was crowded wiih 
troops, while the glimmer of the bayonets and the camp-fires made, 
picture ne\ er to be forgotten,” 

We refer to our summary for a graphic epitome of this grand feat of 
Gen. Burnside. 








OUR IRON-CLAD NAVY—-LAUNCH OF THE KEOKUK, 


THE 8th of December will prove an eventful day in the 
history of our iron-clad navy. The Whitney battery, Keokuk, and 
the Ericsson butteries, Catskill and Nantucket, were launched, 
the first two here, the latter at Boston. The launch of the Keokuk 
took place from the Dry Dock Iron Works, foot of 11th street, 
East River, on the 8th inst. Admiral Gregory, Capt. Rodg: rs, of, 
the Galena, Capt. Rhind, of the Keokuk, and many prominent men 
were present. The vessel was towed off the stocks, but when set in 
motion launched well, and was exceedingly buoyant. 

The novelty of her construction chiefly consists in— 

ist, The armor of the hull, and its arrangements. 

2d. The mode of making her turret. 

3d. The speed of the ship. ¢ 

The bulwark, or outs de armor with which the construction of 
Monitors has made us Americans familiar, consists of iron plates laid 
over one another. Mr. Whitney has adopted a new and novel plan: 
Over a groundwork of half-inch rolled plates there are bars of iron four 
inches thick, alternately with strips of yellow pine, of about equal 
thickness; over all these, then, there are two or three five-eight inch 
plates of iron; so that, in reality, the exclusively iron mail on the out 
side is not quite two iuches thick. while the whole armor, the iron edge, 
woo‘len-lining and plates together make over six. 

The turret is somewhat similarly made, The Keokuk’s turrets 
have the four-inch iron bars, inside or outside the five--igh' plates, and 
although * the turret has six and a half inches of iron,” +8 stated in our 
first account of the vessel, only two inches or less of it is lsid onin 
plates, the rest being edge-turned bars, which, as in the hull, frequently 
alternate with strips of pine, 80 that the exclusively iron armor of the 
turret is only two inches, while the mass taken together is deemed by 
many as strong as if all the plates were luid over each other, 

The Keokuk was to be a *‘ ten knot vessel” when she was originally 
designed, but more iron having been put on her.than was intended, it is 
conceded thet she will lose a knot thereby, or only make nine, A steam- 
ram’*must be able to catch the vessel she wishes to destroy, and to 
strike her with as much velocity as possible. It is to make the Keokuk 
this kind of craft that Mr. Whitney has so sssiduously labored; Her 
eugives are 500 horse power, and if they drive ber n‘ne miles an hour, 
as the authorities expect, it would be easy to build one four times her 
size with proportionate speed. 

It is, therefore, as a ram, well guarded, more than an impregnable 
iron-clad, that the Keokuk challenges criticism. The other new features 
of the vessel, such as her two propellers, and the partially submerged 
character she possesses, have been mentioned at length in the papers. 
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PAPER AND PAPER STOCK. 


[We copy from the New York 7'ribune the following letter 
on a subject of absorbing interest, and present positive practical impor. 
tance, commending it to all interested.—Publisher Frank Leslie’s 
Iliustrated Newspaper.) 


Sir—It is alleged that on pene paper famine is mainly due to the 
lack of *‘ paper stock,” the almost total stoppage of importation of rags 
and the failure of bagging and other materials jor making paper {or 
merl, obtained from the South.” The demand now is for “ yoy! stock ;” 
rags have trebled in price, and even rye straw is advertised for by mills 
near Philadelphia, at 64 cents per pound, or $65 per ton, The want is 
immediate and pressing, and we have no time to 100k abroad to the nu- 
merous kinds of tropical fibres from which paper can be made, nor yet 
to go into elaborate experiments on material nearer home. Nor n 
we do so. We have an immense supply os gost puper stock, than which 
nothing could be better, at home, and immediately available. Lrefer now 
to the thousands of tons o: flax which liv outside the oil mills in Ohio, 
I linois, ete., and which have been literally thrown away after the ex- 
traction of the oil from the seed. Of all these reje-ted stalks, one-fourth 
part in weight is first-claxs paper stock, In the two States o: Illinois 
and Ohio, taking the census of 1860 as a basis, there arc, in round num- 
bers, 55,000 tons of flax this year raised for seed and oil, and thrown to 
waste, Property broken and cleaned, this aggregate would yield about 
14,000 tons of the very best paper atock in the world—equal to 1wo-thirds 
of the total amount of rags hithe:to imported annually, and equal in 
value, at the present price of paper stock, to nearly $2,000,000. The 
effect of bringing this vast supply into market is tco obvious to need 
explanation. 

The only difficulty in utilizing this supply of paper stock, realizing 
the relief which it would afford, and preventing a further advance in 
books and newspapers, as well as giving a new source of profit to the 
farmers of the West, is cheap and proper machinery for clearing the 
flax fibres from the shoove or woody part, so that ic can be packed and 
sent to market, ready, or nearly ready, ior the paper muker, without 
eating itself vp in freight. 

Now such machinery does exist ; s'mple, cheap and portable, and easily 
manuged—which, I believe, is destined to work an entire revolution ia 
the production and mavufacture of flax. I allude to the newly-invented 
Suntord and Mallory flax brake and cleaner (which may be seen at the 
Harlem Rai. way Building, White street, Room No. 26), andywhich at & 
single operatioy removes fully four-fifths of the shoove or woody sub- 
stance, amounting to from 60 to 65 per ceut. of the original weight of 
the straw, and leaves the fibre in a condition to be at once baled and seat 
to m»rket. 

‘rhe cost of this machine (and I wish to have it understood that I have 
no interest of any kind in it beyond that I share in common with every 
citizen) is abou $355. It mey be worked by any ordinary horse-pow'?; 
requires no skill beyond what any boy may acquire in five minutes, an 
may be set up by any ordinary mechanic in half 9 day. d 

By a prompt application of this ma + py will easily clear a ton 
of flax-straw per day) to the vast piles of flax in the West, it seems to 
me, Our paper manufacturers may be supplied with an abundance of 

aper stock of the best kind, and at once, without any change in €X- 
Ieting machinery, and without launching out into vovel and costly ex: 
periments on materials which, at best, afford an inferior article 
of paper. ours, 


E, G. SQUIER. 
No, 13 East 38th Street. 
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Santa CLavs.—Rickards & Co., of Nassau street, have, 
with their usual spir.t of enterprise, provided a souvenir for the season, 
in the shape of a basket, the contents of which are so varied and it 
teresting as to be within the reach of all. 

A Georota Conxscript’s Experience.—A friend who wit- 
nessed the battle of Antietam and remained in that region for some day8 
tothe wounded, tells me th.t he found a Georgia conscript 08 
tu. field mortally wounded. His only clothmg was a shirt torn 2 
shreds and a puir of trowsers out at the knee and seat! ‘Ibe kindnes* 
of my friend elicited from him his neme and some interesting particl 
lars. “Iam,” said the wounded man, “a Georgian by birth. I sold 
my cotton in 1860 for $5,300. I have a wif: and four children at home. 
{ama Union man, They pressed me into the army. I »m dying. 
have never fired a gun at the Stars and Stripes.” A heart-renaing = 
perience this, but my friend met some 14 other similar cases in almos 
the same extremity. 

Ho.ipay Times.—All who wish to fulfil the pleasant duty, 
which every one feels, to make a friend or relative a p' esent, can find at 
Forsyth & Co’s., 18 John street, one of the completest assortments 
everything calculated to please theirfriends. Avy person with a dolls 
can purchase ap elegant and appropriate gift. 
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CONGRESSIONAL. 


* 

Monpay, Dee. 8, 1862.—Senate.—The Secrétary of War 
‘was instructed to repor tothe Senute the number of Major and Brig t- 
now in the service. The Military Committee was iv- 

stracted to inquire into the expediency of preritee by law for the wore 
effectuxl supp:ession of the rebellion and securing tranquillity in the 
State of Maryland. call upon the Secretary of War tor the corre- 
spondenre reliting to the army of the Potomec was extended s0 as tu 
embrace all its op. rations. The resolution rel wing to the wrrest of cer- 
tain citizens of Delaware was called up and debated, but not dis- 


of. 
Hovst.—Mr. Stevens, of Pa., moved a bill of Indemni*y for Mr. 
»Sraham_t.incoln for his violations of the Constitution in his arbitrary 
arrests, Passed by 90 to 


> 


TvuEsD ‘¥, Dec. 9.—SEN\TE.—Secretary Stanton replied to an inquiry 


that the War t had no information concerning colored free- 
men captured f-om the rebels ard afterward soldinto slavery. Mr. Hal: 
introduced a bill to abolish ths gra’e of medical officers in the army 


Heu that many of these medical officers could not speak a 
word of English, but they put on shoulder straps and went about exer- 
eising military authority instead of medical skill. 

Hovsg. — for the admission of Western Virginia was taken up 


Wepnespay, Der. 10.—SENATE.—The proceedings unimportant. 
Hovsk.--The Senate bill to admit Westefm Virginia wae passed—9%6 


THURSDAY, Dec, 11.--SENATE.—The arbitrary arrests in Delawar: 
discussed Mr. Morrill defended the President. Mr. Anthony 
Offered a resulution respec ing the imporcation of Surat cotton into th: 
United States swe the same duties as for cotton imported beyond th 
Cape of G01 Hope. 

Hovse —Busivess unimportant. Mr Yeaman offered a resolution for 
future coasideration—that the President’s Emancipation Proclamation 
was not warranted by the Constitution. Lost by 95 to 47. 


: 








EPITOM: OF THE WEEK. 


«Silver is three per cent. discount in Canada. The 
anomaly is there ore presented of a paper dollar on the south side o 
the St. Liwrenve being at 33 per cent. aiscount to gold, making 36 per 
cent. difference between the north and south side of the St. Lawrence. 
——— There are now 19 Free States, two additional from California 
will make 21: Western Virginia, Colorado, N -braska, Urah, New 
Mexico an? Nevad: will bring the number to 27 Free Stites; and per- 
h«ps with the help of Missouri, and perhaps M:ryland and Delaware, 
Mr. Lincoln will be able to carry his proposed Em incipation measures 


The Newago Republican (Mich ) says that “ if it did not dicker 

in other things, the paper would go to pot.” 

. Train said the other night in his lecture, “ Slavery is a divin: 
institution.” “So is hell!” coolly replied a clergyman from th 

audience. The Train was stopped. 


—— The snow in Washington county, N. Y., was 18 inches deep » 
few daysago. Many of the farmers had not dug their potatoes or gath- 
ered their corn. 

A serious disturbance occurred among the soldiery encamped 
near East New York, on omg | wening, the 7th of December. Wm. 
Stellfax, a private in Company C, 4th Massachusetts volunteers, war 
shot dead; 8. H. Taylor, Company I, 24th Maine volunteers, seriously 
wounded, on‘ a hotel kept by 2 Germ in named Schellein burned to th 
grou d. The difficulty arose between Schellvin and Stellfax, and the 
—" of the 49th revenged themselves by buraing Schellein’s 
use, 


—— The Philadelphia Press advises its friends not to tuy coal oil 
at corn as it will soon come down to its original price—50 cents » 
on. 


—— Such immense cargoes of salt are being shipped now from Sag- 
inaw to Chicago that many Canadians think there is an underground 
railroad to the south—other wise the thing would not pay. 


—— Mr. Raven, of Detroit, was recently buried alive while digging 
awell. After 17 hours’ burial he was excavated uninjured. 


—— The shock of an earthquake was felt on the 7th of December at 
Evansville, {ndiana; it rang all the door bells, and shook the houses. 


——— 400,000 gallons of petroleum oil were lost by the ice cutting 
througi the boats on the river on their way to Pittsburg. 


—— Mr. Norman, editor of the New Albany ([nd.) Ledger, who 
‘was arrested for publishing the details in regard to the Mississippi river 
expedition, has been “ found not guilty, but warned not to do it again.’ 
The Ledger is a Republican paper. 

—— The hans’ Farm School at Zelievople, Butler county, Pa., 
was burned on the 6th inst. The children weresaved The buildings, 
costing $25,000, with the furniture, provisions, clothing, &c., were 
totally consumed. 











—— The newspaper proprietors are about forming a company to 
Manufacture paper in order to defext the conspiracy of the paper mer- 
chants of New Yerk. The Hérald advocates the plan. 

—— Minister Cassius M Clay to Mr. Seward in January last writes, 
among other things, as follows: “ Union with us with equal rights 
6 be offered the C inadians, and the life and property of friend- 
secured. Men and money should be sent into Ireland, India, and all the 
British dominions all over the world, to stir up revolt. Our cause is 
just, and vengeance will sooner or later overtake that perfidious arisio- 
erat.” 


——- A manufacturer on the Kennebec informs the Portland 
Press that there is no lack of rags in Maine; that among those upon 
whom he has heretofore depended for sipply he found one with 10 tons, 
another with 15, another with five, and so on, nut all hold back, refusing 
to sell, thinking to get, by-and-bye, 15 or 20 cents a pound. 

—— The Warren Republican, one of the most readable Indians 
aa. has the fullowing item: “ It is a singular fact that ladies who 

w how to rve everything else can’t preserve their tempers. 
Yet it may carily be done on the self-sealing p.inciple. It is only to 
* keep the mouth of the veseel tightly closed.’” 
—— A lead mine of great extent has heen just diseovered on the 
uwanguog Mountain, Orange county. The vein weg struck at six 
below surface, and has been penetrated to the depth of eight 
The product is lead nearly pure. 


“————— The expenses of the United States Courts, for the last year, 
were $523,662, being over $200,000 less than the previous year. 

—— The Patent Office has done a good business during the last year. 
Out of 5 302 ications for patents, 3,522 were granted. Balance to 
the credit of Fund, Oct. 1, $48,157 21. 

—— The number cf pensioners in the loyal States amounts to 8,'59, 

ring $752,711 71 to pay the pensious. ut a larger sum has been 

Pali in cons-quence of movey being left in the hands of agents in the 
oyal States. 

The aggregite amount of money paid by the Government for 

army and navy peusions since its organization is $90,618,521 06. 


—_— An advertisement ina Western paper thus reads: ‘“‘ The adver- 
tiser, being a widower, is open to proposals from ladies, either widows 
or maids, of more than average respectability, tolerably sane in disposi- 
tion, and with hair of any color except red.” 


—— At Indianapolis. afew days since, a novel contract took place 
A crusty old bachelor, wishing a wife, proposes to a buxom lps of 
“ sweet sixteen,” that, in consideration of her becoming hix wife, he 
would give her a deed ts real estate valued at $1,200. She took him up, 
and we tind inthe /ndivna Journal an account of the affair, under the 

of * Trans‘ers of Real Estate,” as follows: * Christopher Hi!lgen- 
berg to Agnes Louisa Wolfling, lot 25 of out-lot 24, in consideration oi 
marriage. 





—— Hogs are selling for $3 per 100 Ibs. in Indiana, 
- —« Private Lust, of a Maine sogimont, was shot for desertion on 
mber ist, at Port Royal. He died with great firmness and pro- 
—— The ae Os mrered of anew oper was er lately in Port- 
land, Oregon, the salutatory of which is very short: ‘ This paper will be 
independent fu all things, and neutr«] in nothing!” 
——— There were 271 cases of diphtheria in Halifax, N, S:, last week. 


—— Ifthe State of Maszachusetts were equally divided, there would 
be about 33 feet to every inhabitant. 


— Mr. Littlefield, army co + ae Lawrence, Mags., has just dis- 
_ appeared, leaving many unsettir 8. 

—— Stewart, the Sr gpets merchant, sold last October, camel-hair 
shawls to the extent of $47,009. 

+ Mie Post Office D»partment, last year, had $9,0'2,549 income, 
and $11,125,3 expenditures, leaving a balance of more than $2,000,000 

th--Goveroment. Ina 1860 the deficiency was $6,656,665. The 
ole number of post offices is 28,875, of which 19,973 are in the loyal, 
and 8,902 in the rebellious States. 

——— The Navy Depirtment have advices from Capt. Ronckendorf 
of the San Jirinto. He says that the Governor of Martinique woul: 
not let him lie in the harbor to watch the Alabama, and he was obliged 
to move out a marine league. Iv a dark, foggy night the pirate escaped 


——— There will be no public receptions at the White House this 
winter, in consequence of thy 


death of littke Willie Lincoln, the Prosi- 





——— Hon. Thos. B. Florence, one of the editors of the Philadelphia 
Constitutional Union, is spoken of as the next Clerk of the House of 
Representatives. 


Gen. McClellan has purchased a fine house in 31st street, near 
‘he 5th avenue, New York. 


Geu. McClellan is again in New York. 


At a meeting, on the 1lith, of the Sanitary Commission, Dr 
Vinton passed a high eulogium on Clara Barton, the daughter of Jude 
Birton, of Worcester, Mass., who had been, hes id. on every battlefield 
—e to t.e wounded, He called her * Our Florence Nightia- 
gale.” 














Rey. T. W. Higginson, of Worcester, Mass., has accepted the 
‘ommand of the ist South Carolina Colured Regiment, whose rec nt 
‘xploits in G-orgia we illustrated in the last number of Frank Leslie’s 
(llustrated Newspaper. 

Col. William Morris, 6th N. Y. Artillery, and son to the vener- 
avle poet, has been placed in command of fort McHenry, Baltimore. 


When the 8th Michigan regiment crossed the Rappahannock, 
oa the 11th Dee., the littie drummer-boy, only 10 years old, sprang into 








the first boat, and would go over with them. 


Col. Hinks, of the 19th Mags., has been recommended for pro- 
motion to a Brig -Gen. 


A young woman, who had served with distinction in the 52d 
O :io infantry, was lately mustered out of the service, at Louisville. 
Patriotism, and not love, the motive. 


Mra, Caleb Smith is collecting subscriptions to provide a 
Christmas dinner for wouuded soldiers. 


The World says: In the MeDowell court of inquiry Gen 
McClellan testitied to the irreprvachabie conduct of Gen. McDowell 
‘8 acumm wu ler, and entirely ex erated him from any blame that some 
nty have attributed to him in not joiaing Gen. MeClellan with his com- 
nund when the | itter was on the Peniusula, 


——— Incendiary fires in Memphis are very common. On the 6th 
De». there were it fires, all of them intentioual. Great alarm is ex- 
iibited in consequeace, 

The Muirysville Appeal siys there are 125 pianos in the town 
sud ouly 11 persoas who can play on them! 


Gen. McClellan is preparing a history of the Peninsular Cam- 




















paign. 





: Spear’s Sambuci wine is now rapidly superseding the sale of 
port in Canada. 


The dignity of American journalism is well kept up. The 
Weekly Tribune, of Minitowan, Wi-., says: “ Mrs, Jackson has sent ue 
squash. Good for er! Messrs. Strickland have sent us a book. Bully 
fur them |” 

—— Arg. Simms his been committed by Judge McCunn to prison, 
to awail, his trial for the murder o. Clementinu Audersoa. 


The st tue of Franklin, by Powers, is now in Washington. It 
is eight feet high. 


Southern.—‘en. Migruder has been appointed to succeed Gen. 
Hervert tu the Governmeut of Texas. 


Gov. Vance, of North Cirolina, in his messige, groans over 
the genera! condition of the Confe lerate States, expresses his disappro- 
bation of Jeff Divis’s conscript law, but expresses a determination to 
ye a rebel, despite these warnings. 


The New Orlews elections resulted in the election of Hahn 
and Flanders, both Usiunists, by large majorities, This would show 
the Union feeling to be stroagly on the increase. Jacob Barker was 
thorougtitly beaten. 


Lieut. Maury has been made an Admiral by the Confederates. 


The Owensboro’ Monitor, Ky., siys that Mrs. Bradford. wife 
vf the Governor of Mouryland, has just arrived in Richmond, and that 
her sou is an Officer in the rebel service, 


——— Seuvatar Hunter, of Vircinia, made quite a blunder, and electri- 
ied the rebel Senate some time ayo, by inadvertently swearing une of 
the clerks to suppo:t the Constitution of the United States. 


— - The sanguinary spirit manifested in the northern part of Texas 
pproaches the fiendish. In October last, a Vigilance Committee, com- 
nvsed of bitter SecesSionista, deliberately se zed thirteen respectable 
farmers, and after a sham and hasty tril, Langed them. A similar out- 
rage; but on a larger scale, has just beer perpetrated near Austin. The 
want of protection to Union men is one great cause of rebel success. 


Prince John Van Buren’s speeches are published in all the Rich- 
mond papers with great commendation. 


At Helena, Ark., the wife of a farmer who was condemned to 
be shot rescued him the night previous to his execution, by os 
the sentinel She had a horse ready for her husband, and they bot 

reached the Union lines, where the heroine was very warmly received. 





























A very angry correspondence is now in progress between Jeff 
Davis and the Governor of Louisiana, who wishes to exchange cotton 
for breads'uffs, provisions, etc., as the inhubitants of the inland parts 
are in a state of intense destitution. 


The following comical notice appears in the New Orleans Delta 
of the 29th ult: 


RAN AWAY FROM THE CITY OF NEW ORLEANS—50 CENTS REWARD! 


Ran away from dis chile, an’ leff him all alone to take care of hisself, 

after I had don worked 26 years faithfully for him, 
MY MASSA, BILL DUNCAN. 

Massa Bill is supposed to have don gone off wid de Seceshers, for to 
hunt for his rights, and I speck he don got lost. Any person ?turnin’ 
him to me, so dat he can take care of me—as he allers said, “‘ Niggar 
couldn’t take care of hisself”—will be much obliged to dis chile. 

N. B.—Persous huntin’ him please look in ll de “last ditches,” as I 
often heard him talk about going’ into the diein’ business. 

*Spectfully submitted, JIM. 


New York and Boston papers are regularly received in Rich- 
There’s more below than above the surface, 


We have fine days later news from New Orleans. All was 
quiet—weather lovely. he Sequestration Committee and Provost- 
Marshal have almost daity sales of goods seized—now several hundred-~ 
hogsheads of sugar, then a lot of cotton; the next day, the contents of 
stores, horses, wagons, etc. Occasionally, the contents of some m:gni- 
ticent mansion th thas been vacated by its Secesh owner. Col T. B. 
Tvorpe was earning golden opinions by his admirable arrangements. 








mond. 








Oxford, Miss., news states that the rearguard of the rebels 
under the comma: d of Gen, Jackson, had a ekirmi-h on thit morning 
with the Union advance force, near the towo. The main body of the 
rebel army, 40,000 strong, passed through Oxford, 12 hours before. 

The Post Office now is almost self-sustaining, owin z to the dis- 
continuance of the South: ra mails. 

Sinee the blockade was instituted, 543 vessels attempting to 
break it have been seized. 

——— It is said there are 1,000,000 bales of cotton in Louisiana and 
Mississippi at the present time. 

Military.—Lieut. Col. McFarland, 19th Iowa, was killed on the 8th 

Dee,, «t Fayetteville, Ark., and M jor Hubbard, ist Missouri Cavalry, 
wus taken prisoner, 
Gov. Morton, of Ind., has memorialized Congress to increase the 
soldiers’ pay. He shows that since the present pay, $13 a month, was 
established, goods have increased 50 per cent., while greenbaucks ar 
only worth 70 «ents in the dollar. 

Mr. Stanton has dismissed Col. McHenry of the 1st Restoeey 
volun.eers, for returniog slaves to their owners, in detlance of the art 
cles of war, " . 

The Buell Court-Martial has beef removed from Indianapolis 
to Nashville. 

It takes 25 men to work an English Armstrong gun, weighing 
i4 tons and throwing 4 68-pound shot; but four men with Ericsson’s 
new plan oan work a 15-ioch gua, throwing a 45’*pouad shot. 

—< What is thought to be accurate inform tion puts the entire 
rebel ferce in the Shenandoah valley at about 2,300, under command of 
Gn. Jones, They consist of Virgiuia cavalry and Wheat’s Louisiana 
Tigers. 




















In the Porter Court-Martial, Gen. Roberts, Inspector-General 
of Pope’s army, gave some very deciled testimony to the effect that 
Porter omitted the opportanity to bag the rebel army. 


A dispateh of the 7th Dec., from Oxford, Miss., says that Col 
Dickey’s cavairy had a two hours’ engagement with the rebels near 
Coffeeville ou Friday night. The rebels are said to have had 6,000 in- 
fantry, cavalry and »rtillery, The Union loss was five killed, 50 wounded 
and 60 missing The rebel loss was 300 killed and wounded. 

Two steamers, at a cost of $5,000 a day, were kept waiting at 
Boston the other day, three weeks tor troops. So says the /rish 
American, ’ 

An eminent surgeon assures us that powdered gunpowder is 
the tinest styptic in the world. ‘The way is, reduce the gunpowder very 
fine, and then with a bit of cloth apply it to the wound—the bleeding 
will cease instanter. 

According to the statements of Gov. Buckingham’s Message to 
the Connecticut Legislature, the drat has proved a great failure in that 
State. Of the 1,212 men drafted in the different towns, only 76 principals 
and 142 substitutes have been mustered into the service of the United 























States. Of the remainder, 71 deserted after reporting at camp, 623 have 
been exempted by surgeons and selectmen, 166 were unaccounted for on 
the 12th inst., 10 had previously volunteered, and 34 were not subjects 
of military duty. 


Personal.—Gen. McClellan arrived in Washington on the 9th of 
Dec., to give evidence ia the Fitzjvuha Porter Court Marti. 


Elihu Brritt, the “inharmonious blacksmith,” delivered 
lecture, Litely, at the Cooper Institute, on “‘ The Higher Law Missiog 
ot Commerce.” 


Hon, Thos. H.C mpbell, one of the mest proment citizens of 
Illiuois, died at Springfield, on the Ist Dec. He was a native of Peng, 
sylvania, and a warm iri-nd of Mr. Lincoln. 


Mr. Andrew Vance, Queen’s Counsel, lately died at Ni 
France, He was an especial friend of Lord Carlisle, and cousin to the 
present Goveraor of North Carolina, 


Lieut. Andrews, siznal officer at Yorktown, is to be promoted, 
Be is a most able and vigilant officer. He was formerly of Hawking 
ouaves, 


Obituary.—Gen. Beyard, the gallant cavalry officer, was killed on 


Saturday, Dec. 13, at the bactle of Fredericksburg, while conversing 
with Gen. Franklin, 


——— Gen. Conrad Jackson, of the Pennsylvania Reserves, was also 
killed in the same battle, 


Rev. Arthur B. Fuller, brother of Margaret Fuller, and cha 
lain of the 16ch Massachusetts volunteers, was kiiled while crossing t 
Rappahannock. He was one of those who volunteered to silenve the 
enemy’s fire from the riflepits. 


FPoreign.—The public debts of Europe amount to $11,000,000,000, 
Over 1,600 miles of telegraph have been constructed in Austria, 


-Messrs Canard, Wilson & Co., of Liverpool, adverti-e the 
noted piratical craft Sumter for sule, at Gibraltar, with all her stores 
and armament, 


——— The Messrs. Winans, of Baltimore, are building, at Greenock, 
Scotland, a cigar steamer, 700 feet .ong. So says the Detroit Commer. 
cial Advertiser. It is tor Jeff. Davis. 


—— - An unlooked-for supply of cotton has suggested itself to the 
spinners of Rouen, in promoting a general battue am »ng the owners of 
m ittresses aud bedding stuffed with that article in almost every house. 
hold. Immense stores of the welcome muterial have come to the market 
‘rom those hidden recesses. 


Thet youthful gamin, Palmerston, has been made Lord Rector 
of Glasgow University, Scotland. 


——— The Atheneum says: “ At length we have direct and decisive 
news from the goriila couutry. Our rcalers are aware that Mr. Win. 
wood Reade and the famous Indian hunter, knowa as ‘ The Old Shekarry) 
went out to the Gabvou sbout a year ago. They arrived iu the colony 
in the early spring. The spirit in which they weut over the grouod 
te-cribed ia M du Chuillu’s romance may be judged by the period 
during which they collected facts and held tiiwir peace. At the end of 
tive months they are in a position to speak; and we venture to thivk 
that Mr. Reide’s report will coufirm the view at which «ll men of sense 
wd svience had previously arrived. No one doubted that M. du Chailla 
had been ia the country, and that he wis a goo’-natured sort of man, 
Peuple ref: sed to believe that a bovk full of amusing contradictions and 
a‘surdities was true; and for this refusal .hey have now received from 
in Engtish witness at the G@.boon a further and conclusive warraut.” 


——— Schiller’s birthday (Nov. 10th) has been celebrated this year in 
a)l the greater towns of Germany. At Mafheim, additional importance 
was given to the proceedings by the unveiling of a colossal bronze 
statue of the poet, cast, after a model of Cauer, in the Royal Bragg 
Foundry at Munich. A literary relic of Schiller has been published 
in honor of the day. It is entitled, “ Ich aabe mich ragiren lassen, 
Ein dramatircher Scherz von Schiller. Aus der Originalhandschrift 
herausgegeben von K. Kiinzel ” 


The om prize-fight for the championship of England, between 
Jem Mace and Tom King, took place on the 26th of Nov. After fighting 
21 rounds, most of which were in favor of Mace; King put in one of hig 
sledgehammer blows, and knocked Mice insensible, As Mace did not 
come to “ time” when it was called, King was declared the victor. It 
is reported that John C. Heenan has agreed to fight King for the cham - 
pionship, each man to put up £500. 


Sir Benjamin Brodie, the eminent British surgeon, died lately 
in England, in his 80th year. 

M°s. Sophia Stuart, the last of the ancient royal family, has 
just died, aged 91, 

The Marchioness of Stafford, whose death has just occurred 
was one of three sisters, the Misses Catous of Baltimore, and who h 
the strange matrimoniul fate of marryiog three British noblemen, 


The London Saturday Review says: ‘‘ We do not need a Cubi 
net Minister to tell us that the independence of the Southern States is 
an accomplished fact.” 


In England, Mr. Spencer Watkinson, aged 40,to Miss Eliza 
Smith, aged 16, youngest sister to his sov’s first wife. He has had two 
former wives, both of ».hom are now living. and married to other men! 
His present wife by this union has at once become a wife, a mother, @ 
grandmother and an aunt! 


Tbe Paris correspondent of the London Times says that the 
new French Secretary for Foreign Affairs, Drouyn de l’Huys, is per- 
sonally distasteful to Prince Goytschakoff, in consequence of his oppo- 
sing him at the famous Vienna Convention in 1855, when Drouyn de 
PHuys was hand in glove with Count Buel, the Austrian Minister. 















































Mr. G. C. ALLEN, of 415 Broadway, has prepared for this 
festive period an assortment of Jewellery, Watcnes, Trinke's, etc., 50 
that every opportunity is offered to those who wish .o make a present. 


Jupy BRALLAGHAN having been requested to open some 
oysters, after knocking them about for some time, exclaimed, ‘* Upon 
my conscience, thea, but they are mighty hard to peel.” 


A Visir TO Manassas.—The battle field of Manassas, says 
ac .rresponden* of the Philade phia /nquirer, is attractive to the curi- 
osity-seeker. Projectiles are scattered about in profusion ; sturdy oaks, 
felled by shell and ball, lie over the ground; large “ indentations” are 
visible in many of the trees, and these «ll point out the varied character 
of the firing. Some were struck close to the roots, and gathers six and 

0 feet from the ground. In many places the ground was ploughed up 
by the flying shells, and still remains so. Long rows of continuous 
zraves are cistributed for several miles over the field. Trenches, too, 
extend over a great port.on of the _—- Here and there may be seen 
i solitary grave, with a smell board at the head to designate him who 
lies covered by the sod, and at others there is nothing t » deote the oe- 
cupant of the quiet, narrow cell, One spot in particular especialy arrest- 
ed attention. It was alittle mound. Beneath it lay the body of one of 
the victims of the battle. He was deposited in it just as he had fallen— 
the clothivg rm ining on. The yrave was hardly a foot deep and the 
earth was 80 loosely thrown over it that the winds had blown it from 
his head, It lay exposed to view, a ghastly, grinning skeleton, bleached 
pertectly white by the sun and raias, The cap still remsined on; and. 
though we were fully impressed with the sok mnity that surrounded 
that Rallowed »0t, the ludicrous was nevertheless very suggestive. At 
any other ple han a buttle-field it might ave heen suppose:l tu be the 
work of some me‘ical student. Other bodies were but slightly covered 
with the soil; and, when the heivy snows and loug rains uf winter 
come, they too, will be exposed. Judging from the posiiion of the 
lield, we presume that these were rebels, and not our meu.” 


Joun RanpoL_pu.—We find the following story related of 
the ecvent ic Rindolph of Roanoke, in ** The Life and Letiers of Wash- 
ington Irving,” the se ond volume of whic his just been irsued by his 
nephew, Mr. P. M. Irving: “‘ Mr. Ran.tolph had his own notions about 
loing things, and I have heard Mr. Irving give au »musing account of 
his presentation at court ia London, as it came under his wn notice. 
Mr. M‘Lane and Mr. Irving called for him in a carriage, and they found 
him prepared to accompany them with black coat and-black smull 
‘lothes, with knee buckles, white stockings and shocs vith gold 
buckles, a sword, and a little black hat. They looked wonderingly at 
his dress, so likely with his odd figure to attract observation. He 
pointed to his gul! buckles. ‘No sham about then’, Rundell aud 
Bridges, by ——!’ To seme observation, as to the propriety of his 
dreas, ‘ I wear no man’s livery, by ——!” ‘ But, sawl Mr. Irving, ‘ the 
object of a court costume is to avoid awkwardness and challenge ; there 
s a convenience in it; and at all events you don’t wantasword” * Oh 
now, Irving, as to a sword you need not pretend to teach me about that; 
my father wre a sword before me, by ——! Mr. Irving explaiaed 
thatthe eword belonged to a different costume, but was out 0! plice in 


that dress. This seemed to strike Rindolph, and he unbuckled his 
sword afterweris, and leftit in the carriage. As he was about to enter 
the ant-ehamber, where the foreigs miuisters are in waiting, he was, a8 
Mr. I-ving had feared, stopped by the usher. Mr. Irving Immediately 
*xplained who be was, and he was permitted to pass. ‘There now, 
Randolph, said he, ‘ you see one of the inconveniences of bi iag out of 
-ostume.’ In the aute hunb-r the foreige mioisiers «ye | him curiously. 
Aimitted to the presence-vkamber, he preceded Mr. Irving, maie hi 
bow to royalty in hi« turn, ani sheu passed before other members of the 
royal family. A*« he weot by the Duke of Sussex, the latter beckoned 
Mr. Irving; “Irving, said he, with hi« thumb reversed over his right 
shoulder, «nd moving it significantly upand down, half suppre+siog & 
laugh: at the same time, ‘who’s your friend, Hokey cokey? Mr. 


Irving, jealous for the honor of his coantry, replied with emphasis. 
“That, sir, is John Randolph, United States Minister at Russia, and 
one of the most distinguished orators of the United States.’” 
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A DRIFTING LEAF. 


‘¢ Barty torn from thy tree, 
Faded emblem of grief, 
Whither goest, poor leaf?” 

“°Tis a mystery to me: 


‘¢ Ever since that wild day 
When the hurricane broke 
From my home, the huge oak, 
Mighty branclies away ; 


‘The north wind, or west, 
From the hill to the plain, 
From the mead to the main, 
Whirl me, where they like best. 


‘¢ With my fate need I quarrel? 
I go where all g»es— 
With the leaf of the Rose, 

And the leaf of the Laurel.” 


VERNER’S PRIDE. 


BY THE AUTHORESS OF “ EAST LYNNE.” 








CHAPTER XXXII.—STIFLED WITH DISHONOR. 


LIONEL VERNER was just in that frame of mind which struggles 
to be carried out o1 itself. No matter whether by pleasure or pain, 
so that it be not that particular pain from which it would fain escape, 
the mind seeks yearningly to forget itself, to be lifted out anywhere, 
or by any means, from its trouble. Conscience was doing heavy 
work with*Lionel. He had destroyed his own happiness; that was 
nothing; he could battle it ont and nobody be the wiser or the worse, 
save himself; but he had blighted Lucy’s. There was the sting that 
tortured him. A man of sensitively refined organization, keenly 
alive to the feelings of others—full of repentant consciousness when 
wrong was worked through lim, he would have given his whole 
future life «nd all its benefits to undo the work of the last few months. 
Fither that he had never met Lucy, or that he had not married 
Sibylla. Which of those two events he would have preferred to re- 
call, he did not trust himself to think; whatever may have been his 
faults, he had, until now, believed himself to be a man of honor. It 
was too late. Give what he would, strive as he would, repent as he 
would, the ill could neither be undone nor mitigated; it was one of 
those unhappy things for which there is no redress, they must be 
borne, as they best can, in patience and silence. 

With these thoughts and feelings full upon him, little wonder was 
there that Lionel Verner, some two hours after quitting Lucy, should 
turn into Peckaby’s shop. Mrs. Peckaby was seated back from the 
open door, crying and moaning and swaying herself about, appar- 
ently in terrible pain, physical or mental. Lionel remembered the 
story of the white donkey, and he stepped in to questiun her; any- 
thing for a minute's divertisement ; anything to drown the care that 
was racking him. There was a subject on which he wished to speak 
to Roy, and that took him down Clay Lane. 

«© What’s the matter, Mrs. Peckaby ?” 

Mrs. Peckaby rose from her chair, curtsied, and sat down again. 
But for the state of tribulation she was in, she would have remained 
standing. 

‘* Oh, sir, I have just had a upset!” shesobbed. ‘‘I see the white 
tail of a pony agoing by, and I thought it might be some’at else. It 
did give me a turn!” 

‘* What did you think it might be ?” * 

“I thought it might be the tail of a different so animal. I be 
agoing a far journey, sir, and I thought it was, may be, the quad- 
ruple come to fetch me. I’m agoing to New Jerusalem on a white 
donkey.” 

‘* So I hear,” said Lionel, suppressing a smile, in spite of his heavy 
heart. ‘*Do you go all the way on the white donkey, Mrs. Peck- 
ab aa 

a Sir, that’s a matter that’s hid from me,” answered Mrs. Peck- 
aby. ‘The gentleman that was sent back to me by Brother Jarrum 
hadn’t had particulars revealed to him. There’s difficulties in the 
way of a animal on four legs which can’t swim, doing it all, that I 
that I don’t pertend to explain away. I’m content, when the hour 
comes, sir, to start and trust. Peckaby, he’s awful sinful, sir. Only 
last evening, when I was saying the quadruple might have mirac lous 
parts give to it like Balum’s had in the Bible, Peckaby he jeered, 
and said he’d like to see Balum’s or any other quadruple Set off to 
swim to America—that he’d find the bottom afore he found the land 
I wonder tue kitchen ceiling don’t drop down upon his head. For 
myself, sir, I'm rejoiced to trust, as I says, and as soon as the white 
donkey do come, I shall mount him without fear.” 

*‘ What do you expect to find at New Jerusalem ?” asked Lionel. 

*«T could sooner tell you, sir, what I don’t expect, it ’ud take up 
less time. There’s a’most everything good at New Jerusalem that 
the world contains—Verner’s Pride’s a poor place to it, sir—saving 
your presence for saying so. I could have sat and listened to Brother 
Jarrum in this heré shop for ever, sir, if it hadn’t been that the long- 
ing was upon me tc get there. In this part o’ the world we women 
be poor, cast-down, half-famished, miserable slaves, but in New 
Jerusalem we are the wives of saints, well cared for and clothed and 
fed, happy as the diy’s long, and our own parlors to ourselves, and 
nobody to interrupt us. Yes, Peckaby, I’m a telling his honor, Mr. 
Verner, what's a waiting for me at New Jerusalem! And the sooner 
I’m on my road to it the better.” 

The conclusion was addressed to Peckaby himself. Peckaby had 
just come in from the forge, grimed and dirty. He touched his hair 
to Lionel, an amused expression pliying on his face. In point of 
fact, this New Jerusalem vision was affording the utmost merriment 
to Peckaby and a few more husbands. Peckaby had come home to 
his tea, which meal it was the custom of Deerham to enjoy about 
three o’clock. He saw no signs of its being in readiness, and but 
for the presence of Mr. Verner, might probably have expressed his 
* opinion openly upon the point. Peckaby of late appeared to have 
changed his nature and disposition. From being a timid man, living 
under wife-thraldom, he had come to exercise thraldom over her. 
How far Mrs. Peckaby’s state of low spirits into which she was gene- 

rally sunk may have explained this, nobody knew. 

‘“*T have had a turn, Peckahy. I caught sight of a white tail agoing 
by, and [ thought it might be the quadruple a-coming for me. [ was 
shook, I can tell you. "Twas more nora hour ago, and I’ve been 
able to do nothing since, but sit here and weep; 1 couldn’t red up 
after that.” 

“ Warn’t it the quadrepid ?” asked Peckaby, in a mocking tone. 

**No, it weren’t,” she moaned. “ It were nothing but that white 
pony of Farmer Blow’s.” 

‘* Him, was it,” said Peckaby, with affected scorn. “ He is in the 
forge now, he is, a having his shoes changed and his tail trimmed.” 

“I'd give a shilling to anybedy as ud cut his tail off!” angrily re- 
joined Mrs. Peckaby. ‘A deceiving of me, and turning my inside 
all‘of a quake! Oh, I wish it ‘ud come! The white donkey as is 
to bear me to New Jerusalem!” 

“Don’t you wish her joy of her journey, sir?” cried the man res- 





pectfully, a twinkle in his eye, while she rocked herself to and fro. 
** She have got a bran new gownd laid up ina old apron up-tairs, 
ready for the start. She and a lot more to help her set on and made 
it in a afternoon, for fear the white donkey sheuld arrive imme*iate. 
I asks her, sir, how much back the gownd ll have left in him, by 
the time she have rode from here to New Jerusalem.” 

** Peckaby, you are a mocker,” interposed his lady, greatly exas- 
perated. ‘‘Remember the forty-two as was eat up by bears when 
they mocked at Elisher !” 

‘‘Mrs. Peckaby,” said Lionel, keeping his countenance, ‘don’t 
you think you would have made more sure of the benefits of the New 
Jerusalem, had you started with the rest, instead of depending upon | 
the arrival ef the white donkey ?” 


“You hold your senseless tongue, Peckaby! A man ’ud better 
try and bring home more nor one wife here. The law ’ud be on to 
him.” 

“Tn course it wou'd,” returned Peckaby. ‘ And the law knowed 
what it was about when it made itself into the law. A place with 
more nor one wife in it ’ud be compairable to nothing but that blaz- 
ing ploc2 you'd heerd on as is under our feet or the Salt Lake City.” 

* For shame, you wicked man.” 

‘There ain't no shame in saying tht, it’s truth,” composedly an- 
swered Peckaby. “ Brother Jarrum said, didn’t he, as the wives 
had a paglor apiece. Why dothey? ‘Cause they be obleeged to be 
| kep’ apaft f r f-ar o’ damaging each other, a tearing and biting and 
| scratching and a pulling of eyes out. A nice figure you’d cut among 


‘*They started without her, sir,” cried the man, laughing from "em! You’d be a wishing yourself home again afore you'd tried it for 


ear to ear. 
asleep.” 

** It were revealed to Brother Jarrum so to do, sir,” she cried, 
eagerly. ‘Don’t listen tohim. Brother Jarrum as much meant 
me to go, sir, and I as much thought to go, as I mean to go to my 
bed this night—always supposing the white donkey don’t come,” 
she broke off in a difterent voice. 

‘* Why did you not go, then ?” demanded Lionel. 

“T'll tell you about it, sir. Me and Brother Jarrum was on the 
best of terms—which it’s a real gentleman he was, and never said a 
word nor guve a look as could offend me. I didn’t know the night 
fixed for the start, and Brother Jarrum didn’t know it, in spite of 
Peckaby’s insinuations, On that last night, which it was Tuesday, 
not a soul c:me near the place but that pale lady where Dr. West 
attended. She stopped a minute or two, and then Brother Jarrum 
goes out and says he might be away all the evening. Well, he was; 
but he came in again, I can be upon my oath he did, and I give him 
his candle and wished him a good-night. After that, sir, I never 
heard nothing till I got up inthe morning. The first thing I see 
was his door wide open, and the bed not slept in. And the next 
thing I heard was that the start had took place; they a walking to 
Heartburg, and taking the train there. You might just have knocked 
me down with a puff of wind.” 

** Such a howling and screeching followed on, sir,” 
aby. ‘‘I were at the forge, and it reached all the way to our ears 
over there. Chuff, he thought as the place had took fire and the 
missis was a burning.” 

“But it didn’t last, it didn’t last,” repeated Mrs. Peckaby. 
“‘Thanks be offered up for it, it didn’t last, or I should ha’ been in 
my coffin afore the day were out. A gentleman came to me, a 
brother he were, sent express by Brother Jarrum, and had walked 
afoot all the way from Heartburg. It had been revealed to Brother 
Jarrum, he said, that they were to start that partic’lar night, and 
that I was to be Jeft behind special. A higher mission was—what 
was the word—resigned—no—reserved—reseryed for me, and I was 
to be conveyed special on a quadruple, which was a white donkey. 
[ be to keep myself in readiness, sir, always a Jooking out for the 
quadruple’s coming and stopping afore the door.” 

Lionel leaned against the counter and went into a burst of laugh- 
ter. The woman told it so quaintly, with such perfect good faith 
in the advent of the white donkey. She did not much like the mirth. 
As to that infidel Peckaby, he indulged in sundry mocking doubts, 
which were, to say the least of them, very mortifying to a believer. 

**What’s your opinion, sir?” she suddenly asked of Lionel. 

“Well,” said Lionel, ‘‘my opinion—as you wish for it—would 
incline to the suspicion that your friend Brother Jarrum deceived 
you. That he invented the fable of the white donkey to keep you 
quiet while he and the rest got clear off.” 

Mrs. Peckaby went into a storm of shrieking sobs. ‘It couldn’t 
be! it couldn’t be! Oh, sir, you be as cruel as the rest. Why should 
Brother Jarrum take the others and not take me ?” 

‘‘That is Brother Jarrum’s affair,’ replied Lionel. 
it leoks like it.” 

**T telled Brother Jarrum the very day afore the start took place, 
that if he took off my wife, I’d follor him on and beat every bone to 
smash as he’d got in his body,” interposed Peckaby, glancing at 
Lionel with a knowing smile. ‘‘I did, sir. Her was out,” jerking 
his black thumb:at his wife, ‘‘and I caught Brother Jarrum in his 
own room and shut the door on us both, »nd there I telled him. He 
knew I meant it, too, and he didn’t like the look of a iron bar I hap- 
pened to have in my hand; I sawthat. Other wives’ husbands might 
do as they liked, but I warn’t a going to have mine deluded off by 
them Latter Day Saints. Were I wrong, sir?” 

_ “T do not think you were,” answered Lionel. 

“I'd Latter Day ’em, and saint ’em tuo, if I had my will,” con- 
tinued wrathful Peckaby. ‘ Arch deceiving villuns!” 

‘Well, good day, Mrs. Peckaby,” said Lionel, moving to the 
door. ‘I would not spend too much time, were I you, looking out 
for the white donkey.” 

“Tt’ll come! it’ll come!” retorted Mrs. Peckaby in an ecstasy of 
joy, removing her hands from her ears, where she had clapped them 
during Peckaby’s heretical speech. ‘‘I am proud, sir, to know as 
it’ll come, in spite of opinions contrairey and Peckaby’s wickedness, 
and I’m preud to be always a looking out for it.” 

“This is never it, is it, drawing up to the door now ?” cried Lionel 
with gravity. 

Something undoubtedly was curvetting and prancing before the 
door, something with a flowing white tail. Mrs. Peckaby caught 
one glimpse and bounded from her seat, her chest panting, her nos- 
trils working. The signs bet:ayed how implicit was the woman’s 
belief, how entirely it had taken hold of her. 

Alas for Mrs. Peckaby! alas for her disappointment! It was no- 
thing but that deceiving animal again, Farmer Blow’s white pony 
Apparently the pony hid been so comfortable in the forge, that he 
did not care to leave it. He was dodging about and backing, wholly 
refusing to go forward, and setting at defiance a boy who was striv- 
ing to lead him onwards. Mrs. Peckaby sat down and burst into 
tears. 

** Now, then,” began Peckaby, as Lionel departed, ‘‘ what’s the 
reason my tea ain’t ready for me ?” 

«Be you a man to ask?” demanded she. ‘Could I red up and 
put on kettles, and see to ord’nary work, with my inside a turning ?” 

Peckaby paused for a minute. “I’ve a good mind to wallop you!” 

“Try it,” she eggravatingly answered. ‘ You haye not kep’ your 
hands off me yet to be let begin now. Anybody but a brute ’ud com- 
fort a poor woman in her distress. You'll be sorry for it when I’m 
gone off to New Jerusalem.” 

** Now, look here, Suke,” said he, attempting to reason with her. 
‘It’s quite time *s you left off this folly; we've had enough on't 
What do you suppose you’d do at Salt Lake? What sort of a life 
’ud you lead 7” 

“A joyful life!” she responded, turning her glance skyward. 
“ Brother Jarrum thinks as the head saint, the prophet hisself, has 
a favor to me. Wives is as happy there as the day’s long.” 

Peckaby grinned; the reply amused him much. ‘ You poor igno- 
rant creatur,” cried he, “ you have got your head up in a madhouse, 
and that’s about it. You know Mary Green ?” 

“ Well,” answs a she, looking surprised at this divertisement. 


“They give her the slip while she were abed and 


put in Peck- 


“*T only say 


“And you know Nancy from Verner’s Pride as is gone off,” he | 
continued, “‘ and you can just set on and think of half a dozen more | 
How ’ud you like to see me marry the | } unwilling to be disturbed, she'd say ‘ Roy, do this,’ or ‘Roy, do the 
whole of em and bring ’em home here? Would the house hold the | other.” 


nice young girls about here. 


tantrums you'd go into, d’ye think ?” 


-night’s work appears now to belong wholly to the past. 





aday. Don’t you be a foul, Susan Peckaby.” 

‘*Don’t you!” retorted she. ‘I wonder you ain’t afraid o’ some 
judgment falling on you. Lies is sure to come home to people.” 

** Just take your thoughts back to the time as we had the shop 
here and plenty o’ custom in it. One day you saw me just a kissing 
of a girl in that there corner—leastways you fancied as you saw me,” 
corrected Peckaby, coughing down his sli». ‘* Well, d’ye recollect 
the scrimmage? Didn’t you go a’most mad, never keeping your 
tongue quiet for a week, and the place hardly holding of ye! How 
’ud you like to have eight or ten more of ’em, my married wives like 
you be, brought in here ?” 

‘You are a fool, Peckaby. The cases is different.” 

** Where’s the difference ?” asked Peckaby. ‘The men be men, 
out there, and the women be women. I'might pertend as I’d had 
visions und revelations sent to me, and dress myself up in a black 
coat and a white choker, and such like paycock’s plumes—I might 
tar and feather myself if I pleased, if it come to that—and give out 
as I was a prophit and a Latter Day Sint; but where ’ud be the 
difference, I want to know? I should just be as good and as bad a 
man as I be now, only a bit more of a hypocrite. Saints and pro- 
phits, indeed! You just come to your senses, Susan Peckaby.” 

‘IT haven’t lost em yet,” answered she, looking inclined to beat 
him, 

‘You have lost ’em—to suppose as a life out with them reptiles 
could be anything but just what I te'led you—a hell! It can’t be 
otherways. It’s again humanfemale natur. If you went angry mad 
with jealousy, just at fancying you see a innocent kiss give upon a 
girl’s face, how ’ud you do, I ask, when it comes to wives? Tales 
runs as them ‘saints’ have got any number a-piece, from four or five 
up to seventy. If you don’t come to your senses, Mrs. Peckaby, 
you'll get a walloping to bring you to ’em; and that’s about it. You 
be the laughing stock o’ the place as it is.” 

He swung out at the door and took his way towards the nearest 
public-house, intending to solace himself with a pint of ale, in lieu 
of tea, of which he saw no chance. Mrs. Peckaby burst into a flood 
of tears, and apostrophised the expected white donkey in moving 
terms, that he would forthwith appear and bear her off from Peckaby 
and trouble, to the triumphs and delights of New Jerusalem. 

Lionel meanwhile went to Roy’s dwelling. Roy, he found, was 
notin it. Mrs. Roy was; and, by the appearance of the luid-out 
tea-table, she was probably expectin; Roy to enter, Mrs. Roy sat, 
doing nothing; her arms hung li-tless!y down, her head also; sunk 
apparently in that sad state of mind—whatever may have been its 
cause—which was now habitual to her. By the start with which she 
sprang from her chair, as Lionel Verner appeared at the open door, 
it may be inferred that she took him for her husband. Surely no- 
body else could have put her in such tremor. 

“Roy’s not in, sir,” she said, dropping a curtsey, in answer to 
Lionel’s inquiry. ‘Maybe he’ll not be 1 ng. It’s his time for 
coming home, but there’s no dependence on him.” 

Lionel glanced round. He saw that the woman was alone, and he 
deemed it a good opportuni'y to ask her about what had been men- 
tioned to him, two or three hours previously, by the Vicar of Deer- 
ham. Closing the door, and advancing towards her, he begun. 

“I want a word with you, Mrs. Roy. What were your grounds 
fox stating to Mr. Bourne that Mr. Frederick Massingbird was with 
Rachel Frost at the willow-pool the evening of her death ?” 

Mrs. Roy gave a low shriek of terror, and flung her apron over 
her face. Lionel ungallantly drew it down again. Her countenance 
was turning livid as death. 

** You will have the goodness to answer me, Mrs. Roy.” 

“It were just a dream, sir,” she said, the words issuing in un- 
equal jerks from her trembling lips. “I have been pretty nigh 
crazed lately. What with them Mormons, and the uncer-ainty of 
fixing what to do—whether to believe ’em or not—and Roy’s crabbed 
temper, which grows upon him, and other fears and troubles, I’ve 
been a-nigh crazed. It were just a dream as I had, and nothing 
more; and I be vexed to my heart that I should have made such a 
fuol of myself as to go and say what I did to Mr. Bourne.” 

One word, above all others, caught the attention of Lionel in the 
answer. It was “fears.” He bent towards her, lowering his voice. 

‘* What are these fears that seem to pursue you? You appear to 
me to have been perpetually under the influence of fear since that 
night. Terrified you were then; terrified you remain. What is its 
cause ?” 

The woman trembled excessively. 

“ Roy keeps me in fear, sir. He’s for evera threatening. He'll 
shake me, or he’ll pinch me, or he’ll do for me, he says. I’min fear 
of him always.” 

“ That is an evasive answer,” remarked Lionel. “ Why should 
you fear to confide inme? You have never known me take an ad- 
vantage to anybody’s injury. The past is past. That unfortunate 
Neverthe- 
less, if you can throw any light upon it, it is your duty todo so. I 
will keep the secret.” 

“TI didn’t know a thing, sir, about the night’s work; I didn’t,” she 
sobbed. 

“‘Hu-h!” said Lionel. “I felt sure at the time that you did know 
something, had you chosen to speak. I feel more sure of it now.” 

‘No, I don’t, sir—not if you pulled me in pieces for it. Ihada 
horrid dream, and I[ went straight off, like a fuol, to Mr. Bourne and’ 
told it, and—and—that was all, sir.” 

She was flinging her apron up again to hide her countenance, 
when, with a faint cry, she let it fall, sprung from her seat, and 
stood before Lionel. 

“For the love of heaven, sir, say nothing to him!” she uttered, 
and disappeared within an inner door. The sight of Roy, entering, 
explained the enigma; she must have seen him from the window. 
Roy took off his cap by way of sa’ute. 

**] hope I see you well, sir, after yourGourney.” 

‘Quite well. Roy, some pipers have been left at Verner’s Pride 
for my inspection, regarding the dispute in Farmer Hartright’s 
lease. I do not understand them. They bear your signature, not 
Mrs. Verner’s. How is that?” 

Ry stopped awhile—to collect his thoughts, postibly. 

“TI suppose I signed it for her, sir.” 

** Then you did what you had no authority to do. 
ceived power to sign from Mrs. Verner.” 

‘Mrs. Verner must have give me power, sir, if T have signed. I 
; don’t recollect signing anything. Sometimes when she was ill, or 


You never re- 


She—” 
“Mrs. Verner never gave you authority to sign,” impressively re- 
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peated Lionel. ‘She is gone, and therefore cannot be referred to; 
but you know as well as I do that she never did give you such au- 
thority. Come to Verner’s Pride to-morrow morning at ten, and see 
apers.” 
Oop apsied his obedience, and Lionel departed. He bent his 
steps towards home, taking the field way, all the bitter experiences 
cof the day rising up within his mind. Ah! try as he would, he 
could not deceive himself; he could not banish or drown the one 
ever-present thought. The singular inf >rmation imparted by Mr. 
Bourne; the serio-comic tribulation of Mrs. Peckseby, waiting for 
her white donkey; the mysterious behavior of Dinah Roy, in which 
there was undoubtedly more than met the ear; all these could not 
cover for a moment the one burning fact—Lucy’s love, and his own 
dishonor. in vain Lionel flung off his hat, heedless of any second 
sunstroke, and pushed his hair from his heated brow. It was of no 
use; as he had felt when he went out from the presence of Lucy, 20 
+ he felt now—stifled with dishonor. 

Sibylla was at a table, writing notes. Several were on it, already 
written, and in their envelopes. She looked up at him. 

“Oh, Lionel, what a while you have been out! I thought you 
were never coming home.” 

He leaned down and kissed her. Although his conscience had 
revealed to him, that day, that he loved another better, she should 
never feel the difference. Nay, the very knowledge that it was so 
would render him all the more careful to give her marks of love. 

“T have been to my mother’s, and to one or two more places. 
What are you so busy over, dear?” 

“T am writing invitations,” said Sibylla. 

“Tavitations! Before people have called upon you ?” 

“ They can call all the same. 1 have been asking Mary Tynn 
how many beds she can, by dint of screwing, afford. I am going to 
fill them all. I shall ask them for a month. How grave you look, 
Lione!!” 

“In this first, early sojourn together in our own home, Sibylla, I 
think we shall be -happier alone.” 

“Oh, no, we should not. LI love visitors. We shall be together 
al! the same, Lionel.” 

“My little wife,” he said, “if you cared for me as I cared for you, 
you would not feel the want of visitors just now.” 

And there was no sophistry in this speech. He had come to the 
conviction that Lucy ought to have been his wife, but he did care for 
Sibylla very wuch. The prospect of a house full of guests at the 
present moment appeared most displeasing to him, if only as a 
matter of taste. 

“ Put it off for a few weeks, Sibylla.” 

Sibylla pouted. 

“Tt is of no use preaching, Lionel. If you are to be a preaching 
husband I shall be sorry I married you. Fred was never that.” 

Lionel’s face turned blood-red. Sibylla put up her hand, and 
drew it carelessly down. 

“You must let me have my own way for this once,” she coaxingly 
said, ‘‘ What’s the use of my bringing all those loves of things 
from Paris if we are to live in a dungeon, and nobody’s to see them? 
I must invite them, Lionel.” 

“Very well,” he answered, yielding the point. Yiolding it the 
more readily from the consciousness above spoken of. 

“There’s my dear Lionel! I knew you would never turn tyrant. 
And now I want something else.” 

“Whet’s that ?” asked Lionel. 

“ A cheque.” 

“A cheque? I gave you one this morning, Sibylla.” 

“Oh! but the one you gave me is for housekeeping—for Tynn, 
and all that. I want one fur myself. I am not going to have my 
expenses come out of the housekeeping.” 

ionel sat down to write one, a good-natured smile on his faca. 

“Tm sure I don’t, know what you will find to spend it in, after all 
the finery you bought in Paris,” he said, in a joking tone. ‘“‘ How 
much shall 1 fill it in for ?” 

“As much as you will,” replied Sihylla, too eagerly. ‘‘Couldn’t 
you give it me in blank, and let me fill it in ?” 

He made no auswer. He drew it for £100, and gave it her. 

“Will that do, my dear ?” 

She drew his face dowr again caressingly. But, in spite of the 
kisses left upon his lips, Lionel had awoke to the conviction, firm 
and undoubted, that his wife did not love him. 





CHAPTER XXXIII.—SHADOWED FORTH EMBARRASSMENT. 


Tue September afternoon sun streamed into the stucy at Verner’s 
Pride, playing with the bright hair of Lionel Verner. His head was 
bending listlessly over certain letters and papers on his table, and 
there was a wearied look upon his face. Was it called up by the 
fatigue of the day? He had been out with some friends all the 
morning; it was the first day of partridge-shooting, and they had 
bagged well. Now Lionel was home again, had changed his attire, 
and wus sitting down in his study—the oid study of Mr. Verner. 
Or, was the wearied look, were the indented upright lines between 
eyes, called forth by inward care ? 

ose lines were not so conspicuous when you last sawhim. Twelve 
or fourteen months have elapsed since then. A portion of that 
time only had been spent at Verner’s Pride. Mrs. Verner was rest- 
less; ever wishiog to be on the wing, living but in gaiety. Her 
extravagance was something frightful, and Lionel did not know how 
to check it. There were no chilaren—there had been no signs oi 
any—and Mrs. Verner positively made the Jack into a sort of re- 
proach, a continual cause for querulo: sness. 

She had filled Verner's Pride with guests after their marriage— 
as she had coveted todo. From that period until early spring she 
had kept’ it filled, one succession of guests, one relay of visitors 
arriving after the other. Pretty, capricious. fascinating, youthful, 

rs. Verner was of excessive p: pularity in the county, and a sejourn 
at Verner’s Pride grew to be eagerly sought. The women:liked the 
attractive master, the men bowed to the attractive mistress, and 
Verner's Pride was never free. On the contrary, it was generally 
reney crammed; and Mrs. Tynn, who was a staid, old. 
fashioned housekeeper, accustomed to nothing beyond the regular, 
quiet household maintained by the late Mr. Verner, was driven to 
the verge of desperation. 

“It would be far pleasanter if we had only half the number of 

ests,” Lionel had said to his wife in the winter. He had no 
Onger remonstrated against any; he had given that up as hopeless. 
iy es for them, pleasanter for us, pleasanter for the ser- 

“The servants!” ejaculated Sibylla. “I never knew before that 
the leasure of strvants was a thing to be studied.” 
th ut their comfort is. At least, have always considered so, and 

hope I always shall. They complain much, Sibylla.” 

n Do they complain to you 2” 

4 They do. Tynn and his wife say they are nearly worked to 
eath. They hint at leaving. Mrs. Tynn is continually subjected 
also to what she calls insults from your French maid. That of 
course I know nothing of; but it might be as well fur you to lisien 
to her on the subject.’ a 
‘Ct cannot have Benoite crossed. I don’t interfere in the house- 
hold myself, and she does it for me.” 
“ Poin Se pond oe wou'd interfere a little more, just so far as 
Scortain whether these complaints have grounds i 
“pp De remedy.” : P wy vane 

,,one!, you are most unreasonable! As if I could be worried 
with looking into things! What are servants for? You must be a 
regular old bachelor to think of my doing it.” 
th Wel!—to go to our first point,” he rejoined. “ Let us try half 
. ° namber of guests, and see how it works. If you do not fina it 

etter, more agreeable in all ways, I’ll say no more about it.” 

04 e need not have said anything, then. Sibylla would not listen 
2 it. She conceded so fir as to promise that she would not invite 

, Many next time. But, when that time came, and the new 
Sojourners arrived they turned out to be more. Beds had to be im- 
Provised in al] sorts of impossible places; the old servants were 
““wned out of their chambers and huddled into corners ; nothing but 





confusion and extravagance reigned. Against some of oe ee, 
Mrs. Tynn ventured to remonstrate to her mistress. Fruits an 
vegetables out of seascn; luxuries, in the ot of rare dishes, 
mamy of which Verner’s Pride had never heard of, and did not know 
how to cock, all of the most costly nature, wer? daily sent down 
from London purveyors. Against this expense Mary Tynn spoke. 
Mrs: Verner liughed good-naturedly at Tynn, and told her it was 
not her,pocket that would be troubled to pay the bills. Additional 
servants were obliged to be had; and, in short, to use an expression 
that was much in vogue at Deerham about that time, Verner’s Pride 
wos going the pace. 

This continued until early spring. In February Sibylla fixed her 
hearé upon a vi-it to London; “of course,” she told Lionel, “ he 
would treat her toa season in town.” She had never been to London 
in her life to st:y. For Sibylla to fix her heart upon a thing was to 
have it. Lionel was an indulgent husband. 

To London they proceeded in February. And there the cost was 
great. Sibylla was not one to go to work sparingly in any way; 
neither, in point of fact, was Lionel. Lionel would never have been 
unduly extravagant; but, on the other hand, he was not accustomed 
to spare. A furnished house, in a good position, was taken; 
servants were imported to it from Verner’s Pride; and there Sibylla 
launched into all the follies cf the day. At Easter she “ set her 
heart” upon a visit to Paris, and Lionel acquiesced. They remained 
there three weeks, Sibylla laying in a second stock of toilettes for 
Mademoiselle Benoite to rule over, and then they went back to 
London. 

The season was prolonged that year. The House sat until August, 
and it was not until the latter end of that month that Mr. and Mrs. 
Verner returned to Verner’s Pride. Though scarcely home a week 

yet, the house was filled again—fi'led to overflowing. Lionel can 

ear sounds of talking and laughter from the various rooms as he 
bends over his table. He was opening his | tters, three or fuur of 
which lay in a stack. He had gone out in the morniag before the 
post was in. 

Tynn knocked at the door and entered, bringirg a note. 

*Where’s this from ?” asked Lionel, taking it from the salver. 
Another moment, and he had recognised the handwriting of his 
mother, 

‘From Deerham Court, sir. My lady’s footman brought it. He 
asks if there is any answer.” 

Lionel opened the note, and read as follows: 


‘‘My Dear Lionet—I am obliged to be a beggaragain. My ex- 
penses seem to outrun my means in a most extraordinary sort of 
way. Sometimes I think it must be Decima’s fault, and tell her she 
does not properly look after the household. In spite of my own 
income, your ampie allowance, and the handsome remuneration 
received for Lucy, I cannot make both ends meet. Will you let me 
have two or three hundred pounds ? 

‘- Ever your affectionate mother, 
“ Lovisa VERNER.” 


T will call on Lady Verner this afternoon, say, Tynn.” Zs 

Tynn withdrew with the answer. Lione! leaned his brow upon his 
hand, the weary expression terribly plain just then. - 

‘My mother shall have it at once, no matter what my own calls 
may be,” was his soliloquy. ‘Let me never forget that Verner’s 
Pride might have been hers all these years. Looking at it from our 
own point of view, my father’s branch in contradistinction to my 
uncle's, it ought tohave beenhers. It might have been her jointure- 
house now had my father lived and so willed it. I am glad to help 
my mother,” he continued, an earnest glow lighting his face. “If 
I get embarrassed, why I must get embarrassed; but she shall not 
suffer.” 

That embarrassment would inevitably come, if he went on at his 
present rate of living, he had the satisfaction of knowing beyond all 
doubt. That was not the worst point upon his conscience. Of the 

lans and projects that Lionel had so eagerly formed when he came 
into the estate, some were set afloat, some were not. Those that 
were most wanted—that were calculated to do the real good—lay in 
abeyance; others, that might have waited, were in full work. Costly 
alterations were making in the stables at Verner’s Pride, and the 
working man’s in-titute at Deerham, reading-room, club—whatever 
it was to be—was progressing swimmingly. But the draining of the 
land near the poor dwellings was not begun, and the families, many 
of them, still herded in consort—father and mother, sons and 
daughters, sleeping in one room—compelled to it by the wretched 
accommodation of the tenements. It was on this last score that 
Lionel was feeling a pricking of conscience. And how to find the 
money to make these improvements now, he knew not. Between 
the building in progress and Sibylla, he was drained. 

A circumstance had occurred that day to bring the latter neglec, 
forcibly to his mind. Alice Hook—Hook, the laborer’s e des, 
aughter—hid, as the Deerham phrase ran, got herself into trouble. 
A pretty child, she had grown up amongst them—she was little more 
than a child now—good-tempered, gay-hearted. Lionel had heard 
the ill news the previous week on his return from London. When 
he was out shooting that morning he saw the girl at a distance, and 
made some observation to his gamekeeper, Broom, to the effect that 
it had vexed him. 

* Ay, sir, it’s a sad pity,” was Broom’s answer; “ but what else 
can be expected of poor folks that’s brought up to live as they do— 
like pigs in a sty ?” 

Broom had intended no reproach to his master; such an imperti- 
nence would not have crossed his mind; but the words carried a sting 
to Lionel, He knew how many, besides Alice Hook, had had their 
ns conduct undermined through the living “like pigs in a sty.” 

ionel had, as you know, a lively conscience; and his brow reddened 
with self-reproach as he sat and thought these things over. He 
could not help comparing the contrast: Verner’s Pride, with its 
spacious bedrooms, one of which was not deemed sufficient for the 

urposes of retirement, where two people slept together, but a dress- 
ing-closet must be attached; and those poor Hovks, with their grow- 
ing-up sons and daughters, and but one rvom, save the kitchen, in 
their whole dwelling ! 

**T will put things on a better footing,” impulsively exclaimed 
Lionel. “I care not what the cost may be, or how it may fall upon 
my comforts, do it I will. Ideclare I feel as if the girl’s blight lay at 
my own door!” 

Again he and his reflections were interrupted by Tynn. 

** Roy has come up, sir, and is asking to see you.” 

Ps Roy! Let him come in,” replied Lionel. “T want to see 

im.” 

It frequently happened, when agreements, leases and other deeds 
were cximined, thit Roy had to be referred to. Things would turn 
out to have been drawn up, agreements made, in precisely the oppo- 
site manner to that expected ny Lionel. For some of these, Roy 
might have received sanction; but, for many, Lionel felt sure Roy 
had acted on his own responsibility. This chiefly applied to the 
short period of the management of Mrs. Verner; a little, very little 
t» the la'ter year of her husbind’s life. Matiss was Lionel’s agent 
during his absences: when at home, he took all management into 
his own hands. 

Roy came in. The same ill-favored, hard-looking man as ever. 
The ostensible business which had brought him up to Verner’s 
Pride proved to be of a very trivial nature, and was soon settled. It 
is well to say “ostensible,” because a conviction arose in Lionel’s 
mind afterwards that it was but an excuse; that Roy made it a pre- 
text for the purpose of obtaining an interview. Though why, or 
wherefore, or what he gained by it, Lionel cou!d not imagine. Roy 
merely wanted to know if he might be allowed to put a fresh p»per 
on the walls of one of his two upper rooms. He’d get the paper at 
his own cost, and hang it at his own leisure, if Mr. Verner had no 
objection. 

** Of course I can have no objection to it,” replied Lionel. “You 
need not have lost an afternoon’s work, Roy, to come here to 
inquire that. You might bave asked me when I saw you by the 
brick-field this morning. In fact, there was no necessity to menti.n 
it at all.” 

**So I might, sir. But it didn’t come into my mind at the moment 
to de so. It’s poor Luke’s room, and the mis-is, she goes on con- 
tinual about the state it’s in, if he should come home. The paper’s 
all neous off in patches, sir. as big as my two hands. It have got 
damp through not being used.” 

‘Tf it is in that state, and you like to find the time to hang the 
paper, you may purchase it at my cost,” said Lionel, who was of too 
just a nature to be a hard landlord. 

** Thank ye, sir,” replied Roy, ducking his head. “It’s well for 
us, 2s I often says, that you be our master at last, instead of the Mr. 
Nassingbirds.” 





| nor t’ot 


“There was a time when you did not think so, Roy, if my memory 
serves me rightly,” was the rebuke of Lionel. 

“ Ah, sir, there’s a old saying, ‘Live and learn.’ This was in the 
days when I thought you'd be a over strict master; we have got to 
know better now, taught from experience. It was a ludky for 
the Verne Pride estate when the iost codicil was brought to light! 
The Mr. Massizgbirds be dead, it’s true, but there’s no kno i 
what might have happened—the law’s full «f quips and turns. Wit 
the erdicil found you can hold yous own again the world.” 

te ne told you anytl.ing about the codicil being found ?” demanded 

‘onel. 

“Why, sir, it was the talk of the place just about the time we 
heard of Mr. Fred Massingbirdsdeath. Folks said, whether he had 
died or not, you’d have come in all the same. T’other day, too, I 
was talking of it to lawyer Matiss, and he said what a good thing it 
was that that there codicil was found.” 

Lionel knew that such a report, of the turning up of the codicil, 
had travelled to Deerham. It had never been contradicted. But he 
wondered to hear Roy say that Matiss had spoken of it. Matiss, 
himself, Tynn and Mrs. Tynn were the only persons who could have 
testified that the supposed codicil was nothing but a glove. From 
the finding of that, the story had or ey A got wind. 

** I don’t know why Matiss should have spoken to you on the sub- 
ject of the codicil,” he refnarked to Roy. 

“Tt’s not much that Matiss talks, sir,” was the man’s answer. 
‘* All he said was as he had got the codicil in safe keeping under lock 
and key. “Just put to Matiss the simplest 
round and ask what business it is of yours. 

‘Quite right of him, too,” said Lionel. ‘ Have you any news of 
your son, yet, Roy ?” 

Roy shook his head. 

“No, sir. I’m a beginning to wonder now whether there ever will 
be news of him.” | 

After the man had departed Lionel looked at his watch. There 
was just time for a ride to Deerham Court before dinner. He 
ordered his horse and mounted it, a cheque for three hundred 
pounds in his pocket. ; 

He rode quickly, musing upon what Matisse had said about the 
codicil—as stated by Roy. Could the deed have been found ?—and 
Matiss forgotten to acquaint him withit, He turned his horse down 
the Belvedere road, telling his groom to wait at the corner; and 
stopped before the lawyer’s door. The latter came out. 

€ Matis, is that codicil found?” demanded Lionel, bending down 
his, head to speak. 

1 fa codicil, Mr. Verner!” returned Matiss, looking sur- 

rised. 
ar The codicil. The one that gave me the estate. Roy was with 
me just now, and he said you stated to him that the codicil was 
found—that it was safe under lock and key.” 

The lawyer’s countenance lighted up with a smile. 

‘* What a meddler the fellowis! To tell you the truth, sir, it 
rather pleases me tc mislead Roy; to put him on the wrong scent. 
He comes pumping here, trying to get what he can out of me; ask- 
ing this, asking that, fishing out anything there is to fish. I recol- 
lect he did say something about the codicil, and I replied, ‘ Ay. it 
was a good thing it was found, and safe under lock and key.’ He 
tries at the wrong handle when he comes pumping me.” 

‘* What is his motive for pumping at al] ?” returned Lionel. 

“There’s no difficulty in gu2ssing at that, sir. Roy would give 
his two ears to ge’ into place again; he’d like to fill the same post 
to you that he did tothe late Mr. Verner. He thinks if he can hang 
about here and pick up any little bit of information, that may be let 
drop, and carry it to you, that it might tell in his favor. He would 
like to discover how useful he could be. That is the construc- 
tion I put upon it.” 

‘“‘Then he wastes his time,” remarked Lionel, as he turned his 
horse. ‘I would not put power of any sort into Roy’s hands, if he 
so hery in diamonds todo it. You can tell him so, if you like, 

atiss.” 

Arrived at Deerham Court, Lionel left his horse with his groom, 
and entered. The first person to greet his sight in the hall was 
Lucy Tempest. She was in white silk; a low dress, somewhat richly 
trimmed with lace, and pearisin her hair. It was the first time that 
Lionel had seen her since his return from London. He had been at 
his mother’s once or twice, but Lucy did not appear. They met face 
to face. Lucy’s turned crimson, in spite of herself. 

‘Are you quite well?” asked Lionel, shaking hands, his own 
pulses beating. ‘‘ You are going out this evening, I see ?” 

He made this remark as a question, noticing her dress; and Lucy, 
gathering her senses about her, and relapsing into her calm compo- 
sure, looked somewhat surprised. 

‘* We are going to dinner to Verner’s Pride—I and Decima. Did 
you not expect us ?” P 

‘sI1—did not know it,” he was obliged to answer. ‘‘ Mrs. Verner 
mentioned that some friends would dine with us this evening, but I 
was not aware that you and Decima were part of them. I am glad 
to hear it.” 

Lucy continued her way, wondering what sort of a household it 
could be where the husband remained in ignorance of his wife’s ex- 
pected guests. Lionel passed on to the drawing-room. 

Lady Verner sat init. Her white gloves on her delicate hands as 
usual, her essence bottle and laced handkerchief beside her. Lionel 
offered her his customary fond greeting, and placed the cheque in 
her hands. 

“ Will that do, mother mine?” , 

“ Admirably, Lionel. I am so much obliged to you. Things get 
behindhand in the most unaccountable manner, and then Decima 
comes to me with a long face, and says here’s this debt and that 
debt. It is quite a marvel to me how the money goes. Decima 
would like to put her accounts into my hands, that I may look over 
them. The idea of taking upon myself to examine accounts! But 
how it is she gets into such debt, I cannot think.” 

Poor Decima knew only too well. Lionel knew it also; though in 

fond reverence he wou'd not hint at such a thing to his mother. 
Lady Verner’s style of living was too expensive, and that was the 
cause. 

«1 met Lucy in the hall, dressed. She and Decima are coming to 
dine at Verner’s Pride, she tells me.” 

* Did you not know it ?” 

“No. I have been out shooting all day. If Sibylla mentioned it 
to me, I forg»t it.” , 

Sibylla had not mentioned it. But Lionel would rather take any 
blame to himse'f than suffer a shide of it to rest upon her. 

‘‘Mrs. Verner called yesterday and invited us. I declined for or 

t 
ne 


question, and he’ll turn 


” 


self. I should have dec'ined for Decima, but I did not think it ri 

to deprive Lucy of the p'easure, and she could not go alone. 
grateful child!” apo-trophized Lady Verner. ‘‘ When I told her 
this morning I had accepted an invitation for her to Verner’s Pride, 
she turned the color of scarlet, and saia she would rather remain at 
home. -I never saw so unsociable a girl; she never cares to go out, 
as it seems to me. I insisted upon it for this evening.” 

‘“‘ Mother, why don’t you come ?” 

Lady Verner half turned from him. 

* Lionel, you must not forget our compact. If I visit your wife 
now and then, just to keep gossiping tongues quiet, from saying 
that Lady Verner and her son are estranged, I cannot do it often.” 

* Were there any cause why you should show this disfavor to 
Sibylla—” 

Our compact, our compact, my son! You are“not to urge me 
upon this point, do you remember? 1 rarely break my resolutions, 
Lionel.” 

‘Or your prejudices either, mother.” 

‘Very true,” was the equable answer of Lady Verner . 

Little more was said. Lionel found the time drawing on and left. 
Lady Verner’s carriage was already at the door, waiting to convey 
Decima and Lucy Tempest to the dinner at Verner’s Pride. As he 
was about to mount his horse, Peckaby passed by, rolling a wheel 
before him. He touched his cap. 

“Well,” said Lionel, “‘ has the white donkey arrived yet ?” 

A contraction of anger, not, however, unmixed with mirth, crossed 
tbe man’s face. 

**T wish it would come, sir, and bear her off on’t!” was his hearty 
response. ‘‘She’s more a fool nor ever over it, a whining anda 
pining all day long, ’cause she ain’t at New Jerusa'tem. She wants 
to be in bedlam, sir! that’s what she do! it’ud do her more good 
her.” 

Lionel laughed, and Peckaby struck his wheel with such impetus 
that it went‘off at a tangent, and he had to fullow it on the run’ 

’ (To be continued.) 













































































































-_ 












: _FRANK _LESLIP’S _ALLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. | 


























i 
HH 













i ie ee ¥ “¢ 
WA i AT hil whi Hl Hi \ | 
il i} Hill \\| Ml WH iit un Ni \ H NN \\ Mh iM bl | Hi ! AM 
Mi Wii AAA || ee | ia ig | iy eo 
Hi Ni Hi ' M wl \| WIN il ~~ 
| | M i mn nt a ay 
LG A sist i i | in 
i RN NTA AP a i MR a ly “Ni rm a | > 4 
, ify iain ie sail a i ’ 
i Mh, ti al | IM an iH oe i) J Ms or alt ] 


Wl Wi ai i, x : A 


“Wi “om : we il ee ) = Spal at 


i 


MIDNIGHS, WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 10,—From a Sxercujsy ourfSrxcIAL Artist, Mr. Henni_Lovie,—Sae_Pace 214. 

























] i hy ty i ih , \, i ws i, 
ae Hs f ues; ut 3 
i iN ad Ms " = 






HANAN 
Nh, i 


sy me ut 


itt Wa wt 
| 


* ‘ 7: fhe 





: I in 








a oe 
V at 
Wa ¢ = a 


i 
A, 


% tts. 












BY THE GRAND ARMY OF THE FEOTOMAC; AT, FREDERICKSBURG, VA., 


i 


ty, it a : 


hi 
ail iS ~ 





















<< 
= SS SSS > 
_—————s == SS SSS SS 



























: : re : mh ~ Sa ue (( i, ' i ; : if t > 

; iy ii i Hh ih My, my ‘“~ mt ii ! a 

; Ze is i SS ) 4 oe 
in | i i it 4 i ul \ , : ve Po a : 4 < 
a ~~ ~ aa ae ~ tN 
ig ik fe “3 a uit em ce on r | 

+ ‘nn if a ri: x - A ‘il Ai a | Py ts J ; 

vt ‘a in Nt mn Hi ) 

if te Ly - , ii i ! : 











=, ee, -»©6~S3S  ——a”lU le ee 


en eee 


at tt il 


eaocuco 


+ 


pp oooceeoom,\ 


, —_ 


& 44228 


$ 


ISEDE, 


}p_ NEWSPAPER. 





27, 1862. 























THURSDAY, 











DECEMBER 


11.—From A 


OEKETCH 





BY OUR SPROIAL ARTICT.—S£kE 


Lzwss Lp 


Hy 


“~ 


“gy 











FRANK LESLIE'S ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. 


[Dzc. 27, 1862. 








THE SONG OF TOIL. ‘ 


THovuGH oft for want of bread we die— 
Die, inch by inch, in nameless ways— 
*Tis not for bread alone we sigh 
In these, our later days. 
A thought has come to every brain, 
And grown up in each toiling man— 
This world should not be daily pain, 
Nor life one bitter span. 
It is not right that we should spend 
Our strength of frame, our wealth of years, 
In slaving for one common end— 
Bread, soddened with our tears. 
Man has the need, the right, the power 
Of leisure, free from stern control— 
He yearns to have some natural hour 
To cultivate his soul; 
Some leisure to improve his skill, 
Some hours that he may lounge away, 
And let old Nature have her will, 
And see his boys at play. 
And he should look with loving eyes 
Sometimes on Nature’s open p1ge— 
Not solely are the earth and skies 
For millionaire and sage. 
The flowers still bloom, the planets burn, 
For the great many, not the few; 
And toiling man to them shou!'d turn 
For strength and pleasure too. 
God did not spread the clustering stars 
In yon blue sky, nor bid the sea 
Pulse grandly on the sand-ribbed bars 
That guard the church-crowned lea; 
Nor did he send the night’s repose 
To hallow the cloud-curtained earth, 
To merely soothe the cares of those 
Who boast of wealth and birth. 
If I can read His plan aright, 
He meant the world that round us lies— 
The Commonwealth of Day and Night— 
For everybody’s eyes. 
God knows no rich, no poor, nor great— 
He is alone the Final Just: 
The relics of the King and Slave 
To Him are merely dust. 
They weigh the same—no Brennus throws 
Into that scale his sword—alike 
On all descend the winter.snows, 
And silent lightnings strike. 
But our taskmasters take their ease, 
They loll on couches, all supine, 
And fanned by pleasure’s soothing breeze, 
They drink their costly wine. 
Meanwhile they take our blood for bread— 
They drive us in one dreary round, 
And, as our children must be fed, 
They grind us to the ground. 
Our minds can raise no soaring wing, 
Our hearts can feel no generous glow; 
They make of us that fearful thing— 
A slave, and yet a foe. 
The day will come—the hour is nigh— 
When at each Tyrant’s throat the Slave 
Will spring—then, looking eye to eye, 
The Tyrants find their grave. 


AURORA FLOYD. 


CHAPTER XXXIII.—-CONTINUED. 


SAMUEL PRODPER could make very little of the composition, ex- 
cept that it was perfectly clear that he had been missed at the 
inquest, and his absence commented upon. ‘The landlord and 
shabby-genteel man talked long and discursively upon the matter ; 
the man in the velveteen coat, who was evidently a thoroughbred 
cockney, and only newly arrived in Doncaster, required to be told 
the whole story before he was upon a) footing with the other two. 
He was very quiet, and generally spoke between his teeth, rarely 
taking the unnecessary trouble of removing his short clay pipe from 
his mouth, except when it required refilling. He listened to the 
story of the murder very intently, keeping one eye upon the speaker 
‘and the other on his pipe, and nodding approvingly now and then 
in the course of the narrative. 

He took his pipe from his mouth'when the story was finished, and 
filled it from a gutta-percha pouch, which had to be turned inside- 
out in some mysterious manner before the tobacco could be extri- 
cated from it. While he was packing the loose fragments of shag 
or bird’s-eye neat!y into the bowl of the pipe with his stumpy little 
finger, he said, with supreme carelessness, 

‘IT know’d Jim Conyers.” 

‘“* Did you, now?” exclaimed the landlord, opening his eyes very 
wide. 

“T know’d him,” repeated the man, “‘as intimate as I know’d my 
own mother; and when I read of the murder in the newspaper last 
Sunday, you might have knocked me down with » feather. ‘Jim’s 
got it at last,’ I said; for he was one of them coves that goes through 
the world cock-a-doodling over other people to sich an extent that 
when they do drop in for it there’s not many particular sorry for 
’em. He was one of your selfish chaps, this here; and when a chap 
goes through this life, makin’ it his leadin’ principle to care about 
nobody, he mustn't be surprised if it ends by nobody carin’ for him. 
Yes, I know’d Jim Conyers,” added the man, slowly and thought- 
fully, “ and I know’d h‘m under rather pecooliar circumstances,” 

The landlord and the other man pricked up their ears at this 
point of the conversation. 

The trainer at Mellish Park had, as we know, risen to popularity 
from the hour in which he had fallen upon the dewy turf in the 
wood, shot through the heart. 

“Tf there wasn’t any vartiklar objections,” the landlord of the 
Crooked Rabbit said, presently, ‘I should oncommonly like to hear 
unything you’ve got to tell about the poor ehap. There’s a deal of 
interest took about the mutter in Doncaster, and my customers 
have scarcely talked of anything since the inquest.” 

The man in the velveteen cvat rubbed his chin’ and smoked his 
pipe reflectively. He was evidently nota very communicative man ; 
but it was also evident that he was rather gratified by the distinction 
of his position in the little public-housoe parlor. 





This man was no other than Mr. Matthew Harrison, the dog- 
fancier, Aurora’s pensioner, the man who had traded upon her 
secret, and made himself the last link between herself and the low- 
born husband she had abandoned. 

Samuel Prodder lifted himself from the Windsor chairs at this 
juncture. He was too much interested in the conversation to be 
able to. simulate sleep any-longer. He got up, stretched his legs and 
arms, made elaborate show ef having just awakened from a profound 
and refreshing slumber, and asked the landlord of the Crooked 
Rabbit to mix him another glass of that pineapple rum grog. 

The captain lighted his pipe while his host departed upon this 
errand. The seaman glanced rather inquisitively at Mr. Harrison; 
but he was fain to wait until the conversation took its own course, 
and Offered him a safe opportunity of asking a few questions. 

“The pecooliar circumstances under which I know’d James 
Conyers,” pursued the dog-fancier, after having taken his own time 
and smoked out half a pipeful of tobacco, to the acute aggravation 
of his auditory, “‘was a woman—and a stunner she was, too; one 
of your regular spitfires, that'll knock you into the middle of next 
week if you so much as asks her how she: does in a manner she 
don’t approve of. She was a woman, she was, anda handsome one, 
too; but she was more than a match for James, with all his brass. 
Why, I’ve seen her great black ey2s flash fire upon him,” said Mr. 
Harrison, looking dreamily before him, as if he could, even at that 
moment, see the flashing eyes of which he spoke; ‘‘ I’ve seen her 
look at him as if she’d wither him up from off the ground he trod 
upon, with that contempt she felt for him.” 

Samuel Prodder grew strangely uneasy as he listened to this man’s 
talk of fla~hing. black eyes and angry looks directed at James 
Conyers. Had he not seen his niece’s shining orbs flame fire upon 
the dead man only a quarter of an hour before he received his death- 
wound? Only se long—Heaven help thit wretched girl—on!y so 
long before the man for whom she had expressed unmitigated hate 
had fallen by the hand of an unknown murderer. 

‘‘ She must have been a tartar, this young woman of yours,” the 
landlord observed to Mr. Harrison. , 

‘She was a tartar,” answered the dog-fancier; ‘‘ but she was the 
right sort, too, for all that—and what’s more, she was a kind friend 
tome. There’s never a quarter-day goes by that I don’t have cause 
to say so.” 

He poured out a fresh glass of beer as he spoke, and tossed the 
liquor down his capacious throat with the muttered sentiment, 
“ Here’s towards her.” 

Another man had entered the room while Mr. Prodder had set 
smoking his pipe and drinking his rum-and-water, a humpbacked, 
white-faced man, who sneaked into the public-house parlor as if he 
had no right to be there, and seated himself noiselessly at one of the 
tables. , 

Samuel Prodder remembered this man. He had seen him through 
the window in the lighted parlor of the north lodge when the body of 
James Conyers had been carried into the cottage. It was not likely, 
however, that the man had seen the captain. 

“‘ Why, if it isn’t Steeve Hargraves from the Park ?” exclaimed 
the landlord, as he looked round and rec» gnized the Softy; “ he’ll be 
able to tell plenty, I dare say. We've been tulking of the murder, 
Steeve,” he added, in a conciliatory manner. 

Mr. Hargraves rubbed his clumsy hands about his head, and looked 
furtively, yet searchingly, at each member of the little assembly. 

“‘ Ay, sure,” he said, “‘ folks don’t seem to me to talk about aught 
else. It was bud enough up at the Park; butit seems worse in Don- 
caster.” 

“Are you stayin’ up town, Steeve?” asked the lamdlord, who 
seemed to be upon pretty intimate terms with the late hanger-on of 
Mellish Park. 

“Yes, I’m stayin’ oop town for a bit; I’ve been out of place since 
the business oop there; you know how! was turned out of the house 
that had sheltered me ever since I was a boy, and you know who did 
it. Never mind that; I’m out o’ place now, but you may draw me a 
mug of ale—I ve money enough for that.” 

Samuel Prodder looked at the Softy with considerable interest. He 
had played a small part in the great catastrophe, yet it was scarcely 
likely that he should be able to throw any light upon the mystery. 
What was he bu: a poor half-witted hanger-on of the murdered man, 
who had lest all by bis patron’s untimely death ? 

The Softy drank his beer, and sat silent, ungainly and disagree- 
able to look upon, amongst the other men. 

“‘ There’s a reg’lar stir in the Manchester papers about this mur- 
der, Steeve,” the landlord said, by way of opening a conversation; 
‘it don’t seem to me as if the business was goin’ to be let drop over 
quietly. There'll be a second inquest, I reckor, or a examination, 
or a memorial to the Secretary of State, or summat o’ that sort» 
before long.” 

The Softy’s face, expressionless almost always, expressed nothing 
now but stclid indifference; the stupid indifference of a half-witted 
ignoramus, to whose impenetrable intellect even the murder of his 
own master was a far-away and obscure event, not powerful enough 
to awaken any effort of attention. 

“Yes; I'll lay there’!l be a stir about it before long,” the landlord 
continued. ‘The papers put it down very strong that the murder 
must have been done by some one in the house; by some one as had 
more knowledge of the man, and more reason to be angry against 
him, than strangers could have. Now you, Hargraves, were living 
at the place; you must have seen and heard things that other people 
haven't had the opportunity to hear. What do you think about it ?” 

Mr. Hargraves scratched his h: ad reflectively. 

‘*‘ The papers are cleverer nor me,” he said at last; “‘it wouldn’t do 
for a poor fond chap like me to go again’ such as them. I think 
what they think. I think it was some one about the place did it; 
some one that had good reagon to be spiteful against him that’s 
dead.” 

An imperceptible shudder passed over the Softy’s frame as he 
alluded to the murdered man. It was strange with what gusto the 
other three men discussed the ghastly subject; returning to it per- 
sistently in spite of every interruption, and in a manner licking their 
lips over its gloomiest details. It was surely more strange that they 
should do this, than that Stephen Hargraves should exhibit some re- 
luetance to talk freely upon the dismal topic. 

‘And who do you think had cause to be spiteful agen him, 
Steeve ?” asked the landlord. ‘Had him and Mr. Mellish feil out 
about the management of the stable ?” 

‘‘ Him and Mr. Mellish had never had an angry word pass between 
’em, as I’ve heerd of,” answered the Softy. 

He laid such a singular emphasis upon the word Mr. that the three 
men Jooked at him wonderingly, and Captain Prodder took his pipe 
from his mouth and grasped the back of a neighboring chair as 
firmly as if he had entertained serious thoughts of flinging that trifle 
of furniture at the Softy’s head. 

** Who else could it have been, then, as had a spite against the 
man ?” asked some one. 

Samuel Prodder scarcely knew who it was that spoke, for his 
attention was concentrated upon Stephen Hargraves; and he never 
once removed his gaze from the white face, and dull, blinking 
eyes. 

“ Who was it that went to meet him late at night in the north 
lodge ?” whispered the Softy. ‘* Who was it that couldn’t find words 
that was bad enough for him, or looks that was angry enough for 
him? Whowas it thet wrote him a letter—I’ve gotit, and I mean to 
ketp it too—askin’ of him to be in the woutls at such-ani-such a time 
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upon the very night of the murder? Who was it that met him there 
in the dark—as others could tell as well as‘me? Who was it that did 
this ? 

Noone answered. The men looked at each other and at the Softy 
with open mouths, but said nothing. Samuel Prodder graxped the 
topmost bar of the wooden chair still more tightly, and his broad 
bosom rose and fell beneath his tourist waistcoat like a raging sea; 
but he sat inthe shadow of the queerly-shaped room, and no one 
neticed him. 

‘‘ Who was it that ran away from her own home and hid herself, 
after the inquest?” whispered the Softy. ‘ Who was it that was 
afraid to stop in her own house, but must run away to London with- 
out le:ving word where she was gone for anvbody? Who was it 
that was seen upon the mornin’ before the murder meddlin’ with her 
husband’s guns and pistols, and was seen by more than me, as them 
that saw her will testify when the time comes? Who was this?” 

Again there was no answer. The raging sea labored still more 
heavily under Capt. Prodder’s waistcoat, aud his grasp tightened, if 
it could tighten, on the rail of the chair; but he uttered no word. 
There was more to come, perhaps, yet; and he might want every 
chair in the room as instruments with which to appease his ven- 
geance, 

“ You was talkin’, when I just came in a while ago, of a young 
woman in connection with Mr. James Conyers, sir,”’ said the Softy, 
turning to Matthew Harrison; ‘‘a black-eyed woman, you said; 
might she have been bis wife 7” 

The dog-fancier started, and deliberated for a few moments before 
he answered. 

‘* Well, in a manner of speaking, she was his wife,” he said at 
last, rather reluctantly. 

‘“*She was a bit above him, loike, wasn’t she?” a ked the Softy. 
‘‘She had more money than she knew what to do with, eh ?” 

The dog-fancier stared at the questioner. 

** You know who she was, I suppose ?” he said, suspiciously. 

‘I think I do,” whispered Stephen Ilargraves. ‘She was the 
daughter of Mr. Floyd, the rich banker oop in London; and she mar- 
ried James Conyers, and she got tired of him; and she married our 
squire while her first husband was alive; and she wrote a letter to 
him that’s dead, askin’ of him to meet her upon the night of the 
murder.” 

Capt. Prodfer flung aside the chair. It was too poor a weapon 
with which to wreak his wrath, and with one bound he sprang upon 
the Softy, seizing the astonished wretch ‘by the throat, and overturn- 
ing a table, with a heap of crashing glasses and pewter pots, taat 
rolled away into the corners of the room. 

‘It’s a lie!” roared the sailor; ‘you foul-mouthed hound! you 
know that it’s a lie! Give me something,” cried Capt. Prodder; 
‘give me something, somebody, and give it quick, that I may pound 
this man into a mash as soft as a soaked ship’s biscuit; for if I use. 
my fists to him I shall murder him as sure as I stand here. It’s my 
sister Eliza’s child you want to slander, is it? You'd better have 
kept your mouth shut while you was in her own uncle’scompyny. I 
meant to have kep’ quiet here,” cried the captain, with a vague re- 
ecllection that he had betrayed himself and his purpose; “ but was I 
to keep quiet and hear lies told of my own niece? Take care,” he 
added, shaking the Softy, till Mr. Hargraves’ teeth chattered in his 
head, “ or I’ll knock those crooked teeth of yours down your ugly 
throat, to hinder you from telling any more lies of my dead sister’s 
only child.” 

‘“* They weren’t lies,” gasped the Softy, doggedly; I said I’ve got 
the letter, and [ have got it. Let me go and i'll show it to you.” 

The sailor released the dirty wisp of cotton neckerchief by which 
he had held Stephen Hargraves; but he still retained a grasp upon 
his coat collar. 

“* Shall I show you the letter ?” asked the Softy. 

‘* Yes.” 

Mr. Hargraves fumbled in his pockets for some minutes, and ulti- 
mately produced a dirty scrap of crumpled paper. 

It was the brief scrawl which Aurora had written to James Con- 
yers, telling him to meet her in the wood. The murdered man had 
thrown it carelessly aside after reading it, and it had been picked up 
by Stephen Hargraves. 

He would not trust the precious document out of his own clumsy 
hands, but held it before Capt. Prodder for inspection. 

The sailor stared at it, anxious, bewildered, fearful; he scarcely 
knew how to estimate the importance of the wretched scrap of cir- 
cumstantial evidence. There were the words, certainly, written in a 
bold, scarcely feminine, hand. But these words in themselves proved 
nothing until it could be proved that his niece had written them. 

‘How do I know as my sister Eliza’s child wrote that?” he 
asked. 

“Ay, sure; but she did, though,” answered the Softy. ‘“ But, 
coom, let me go now, will you?” he added, with cringing civility ; 
‘I didn’t know you was her uncle. How was I to know aught about 
it? I don't want to make any mischief agen Mrs. Mellish, though 
she’s been no friend to me. I didn’t say anything at the inquest, 
did I? though 1 might have said as much as I’ve said to-night, if it 
comes to that, and have told no lies. But when folks bother me 
about him that’s dead, and ask this and that and t’other, and go on 
as if I had a right to know all about it, I’m free to tell my thoughts, 
I suppose; surely I’m free to tell my thoughts 7” 

“ T’ll go straight to Mr. Mellish and tell him what you’ve said, you 
scoundrel!” cried the captain. 

** Ay, do,” whispered Stephen Hargraves, maliciously; “ there’s 
some of it that’ll be stale news to him, any how.” 

(To be continued.) 


THE REBEL RAM GEORGIA. 


Tue rebels have been very unfortunate in their naval 


-efforts ; their greatest, i id-ed, their only success, the Merrimac came 


to an untimely and inglorious end, and the Arkansas, after a brief 
career, ‘was also destroyed. We now publish an exact picture of 
the great iron-plated ram,the Georgia, just completed at Savannah, 
and now lying under the guns of Fort Jackson, in Savannah river. 
Our Artist says: ‘‘I send you herewith, and among other sketches, 
one of the ram Georgia. She is armed with 12 guns, and plated 

It is thought that her engines are defective, 
since she has not yet essiyed to attack Fort Pulaski. Jf she 
does, however, we are ready for her. She was sketched by one of 
eur scouts, whose name, of course, [ am compelled to withhold for 
ubvious reasons.” 


‘Gorn’ Permiskus.”—Durinz the time when Kirby Smith 
was supped to be beleaguering Nashville, the colored population were 
in a condition of agitation not second in demonstrativent ss to that pre 
vailing among white folks. An incident took place at one of their “ war 
meetings” wich should be recorded. T e able-bodied colured men 
were debating the propriety of tendering their services to the Govern- 
ment as volunteers for the war. The prevailing impression had been 
that they ought to ¢o it, and their patriotic emotions were at high Afri- 
ean temperature. But before thafvote was taken, a tall and wi ry black 
fe low produced a sudden revulsion of feeling by delivering himself as 
follows: “ I’m in favor of goin’, and wjjl go in a minit if we go permis- 
kys with white men. T’ll tell you why In for goin’ permixkus. If we 
go permiskus we’!] have fair play. But let ’em get a reg’met all of a 
niggers, aud dey put ’em in de fore front of de baitle, and bole sides kill 

very one of ’em. I say so, sah (rolling his eves around the audience), 
and I ain’t goin’ dat way, sah. I ain’t goin’ a step ‘less I go permiskus. 
No, sah” And the able and eloquent E'hiovian subsided; and a solemn 
sensational pause followed. The eyes of the assembled darkeys snapped 
white and wild at the idea that to go in any other way than “ permis 
kus” was certain death. And, as they thought the chances of * goin 
permiskus” were not brilliant, the meeting adjourued without tuking 
action. 
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sympathy is not in barren words, set speeches at the Man. 
sion House or elsewhere, over venison and Madeira, but in 
tangible bread and butter—food for the starving and clothing 
for the naked. 

Not a dollar was ever contributed in Europe for the suf- 
fering and the needy in America, while millions have 
flowed from these shores for the oppressed and the starv- 
ing in Europe. Again the fountains Of charity are opened. 
A people with a million of soldiers in the field, with two 
hundred thousand men in its hospitals, with crape darken- 
ing the door of almost every household, and with every 
nerve vibrating in anticipation of a shock of arms which 
involves the fate of a continent—the triumph of principles 
which would degrade Dahomey, or of those which would 
glorify the teachings of Our Saviour—this people still finds 
time and means to send abroad a contribution to the people 
of England and to the people of France, which, in amount, 
would bankrupt the fortunes of half of the ‘Serene High- 
nesses” and other social and political fungi and excrescences 
which disgrace and disfigure the ancient trunk of European 
civilization. 

The merchants of New York, anxious to ameliorate the 
sufferings of the English workmen, thrown out of employ- 
ment by the cotton dearth, have united to send to them a 
substantial proof of sympathy in return for that which the 
people proper of England has extended to this country da- 
ring this crisis inits history. The princely sum of over 
$150,000 has already been contributed to this end, and the 
work has hardly commenced. Ina very few days two gal- 
lant vessels, freighted with food from our bursting grana- 
ries, will start from our sif6res on this mission of ‘‘ peace 
and good will among men”—veritable white-winged doves 
of mercy. They will go convoyed by a National war vessel, 
black and frowning with guns, to protect them in their 
heavenly errand from capture and destruction by the pirate 
ship Alabama, and the other corsairs, builtin English ports 
with English gold, and manned by English seamen, which 
the cotton barons of Liverpool and the rich snipbuilders of 
Glasgow have sent out, if not with the direct connivance 
of the British Government, at least without its opposition, 
and under the sanction of the opinions of the aristocracy 
and the clubs,to prey on American commerce! Will this 
wir vessel, protecting the food desizned for starving Eng- 
lish workmen, and fur which ten thousand emaciated chil- 
dren, and pale, helpless women are pleading—we ask wil) 
this vesselbe allowed to coal in British ports, or will it be 
forced to go :way within twenty-four hours, under the ope- 
ration of rules only enforced against the regular ships of a 
constituted and “friendly” nation, and as systematically 
ignored in the case of unrecognized sea-rovers and pirates 
like the Sumter and the Nashville? We shall look with 
interest to the conduct of the British Government and au 
thorities, not, however, because we expect from them either 
courtesy or gratitude. We are, nevertheless, confident of 
the thanks and appreciation of the British people, and the 
applause of the civilized world outside of Cabinets and the 
circles of power. That a hostile press will impeach our 
motives and endeavor to throw suspicion on our conduct, 
we must expect; but against this we have the approval of 
our own consciences, and the satisfaction of having done 
unto others as we wouid have others do unto us, which ‘“ is 
the sum of the law and the prophets.” 








WALKS AND TALKS. 

WE see no reason why, in these days of high-priced paper, 
news should not be so condensed that eight-page dailies and 16-p»ge 
weeklies might be entirely done away with, and everything brought 
into a space that would be covered with the hand, and still the story be 
well told. 

There isa tale related of a certain Affghan king, who, after being called 
to the throne, coneluded to store his mind with knowledge, and. accord- 
ingly set twenty score of wise men at work to condense a library of a 
hundred thousand volumes into a readable space, that his majesty might 
get his learning without much trouble. Twenty years were consumed 
in the task, and the learned men presented the king with a condensation 
of all learning in the neat shape of a lundred volumes. This not suit- 
ing, they were set to work aguin, and in twenty years more preseuted it 
jn ten volumes, By this time the king was growing old, and had no 
time to read, and the wise men were set once more to work. Io another 
ten years they produced a single volume; but the king was now very 6ld 
and blind, and demanded another tri«l, which ended, after another ten 
years, in a sivgle senfenve as the condensation of all learning, which 
sentence shall, like Barney Williams’s magic joke, remain untold, lest 
the reader should become as wise as ourselves, and, for the future, re- 
fuse to read our wanderings and maunderings. 

We shall yet live to see a newspaper that can be cxrried in the waist- 
coat pocket, and still be a complete epitome of everything worth know- 
ing. ‘‘ The Banks Expedition has sailed, with whut promises to be, all 
told, 75,000 men.’ What more need be said ‘—the story is in a nutshell, 
+ 2100,000 has been r:ised for the starving Lancashire weavers.” In that 
announcement we have all that need really be told, even though a col- 
umn be printed. “ A great deal of false sympathy has been got up for 
the murderous gang of Minnesota Indians, who are now under sentence 
of death. in that State. They should be hanged, every one of them.» 
Could a labored editorial say more than that? ‘ Of foreign news, that 
which seems of deepest interest, is the fact that two great brutes met 
at a place called Thames Haven, near London, and, after pounding each 
other for 38 minutes, until one of them became senseless, had their 
doings recorded in the most respectable dailies of the world, »nder the 
heading, ‘ Fight for the Championship.’ Faugh!” How does that 
sound ¢ 

After all, the news of the world is hardly worth recording, and we 
are not sure but the old lady who refused to read any newspaper until 
it was six months old was right. 

Sperking of condensation, "brings us to a letter from a correspondent 
now lying before us. She condenses a volume into this inquiry: 


“Mr, OpsERVER—Can you.tell me why it is that American women 
become so terribly blasd at so early an age, and oblige yours, 

ONE OF THEM.” 

W'll, Mjes ‘‘ One of Them,” the Observer will endeavor to answer 
your question at some future time, when he has leisure, in a volume of 
at least a thousand quarto pages, which volume he will in this column 
offer a small condens«tion of. 

American girle—mind you, we do not say women—are proverbially 
fast. The young lady of thirt-en who cannot count her admirers by the 
dozen, and is not allowed to sit up for company, is counted sadly behind 
the age, and without sufficient spirit to strike for her rights. 

In England a young lady is not supposed to have passed her bread 
and butter age until she is eighteen, and at that age only is al owed to 
make her debut in so~iety »nd supposed to be marriageable. With us, 
reaching the sime age without a s°0'e of corquests, perhaps as many 
engagements, would be quite equal to setting the miss down as “ born 
for an old maid.” 

Ta France or Germany, the young girl before marriage is hedged 





about with every measure of pre:aution, and is taught to look upon 
every man who approaches her without pre-declared matrimonial views 
#8 ber natural enemy. Even in the ball-room, that scene with us of in- 
discriminate communion and flirting, is ‘or them only a place to dynce 
not to talk, The French or German girl of the higher class looks for 
ward to her marriage as an event that will give her freedom, even from 
the too close supervi-~ion of a husband. 

With the Italian or Spanish mother the boast is, ‘‘ My daughter has 
never been out of my sight an hour since her birth.” 

In this country we run fearlessly into the exact reverse of this with- 
out in. urring thé penalty such a couse might be supposed to bring. 
The miss of thirteen or fourteen discusses her adinirers freely, and, ii 
no elder sister stands in the way, will expect to receive them, and bc 
gallanted upon the promenade, asked to bills and theatres, and possibly 
sit up billing and pooing after the elders have retired, The blind con- 
lidence of motherfta their daughters is something wonderful, aud every 
man, after he has passed the age of thirty, looks back iu amazement to 
the days when, first fledged in tail coat and boots, he was entrusted with 
the charge of some little miss to whom he was madly devoted, and with 
whom, under every temptation, he came through the fire unscathed. 

We can say, without fear, that the elder girls from our public or other 
schools are more fully informed on all worldly and objectionable mat- 
ters thin English women ever are at any age. This, of course, does 
away with all purity of mind, but at the same time it acts as a safeguard 
for the young girl who is so constantly exposed to the temptations o/ 
society. She is forearmed, and should she full, ic must be with her eye 
open, knowing all the consequences. In this country, to bring up a gir} 
iv ignorance, or innocence, as ii is termed, is a great crime, as great u: 
it would be to thrust a man into the hottest part of the battle without « 
w apon, 

Tu our lower and middle classes, girls are forced to earn a livelihood 
They go to the stores, f ctories and workshops. They are exposed t 
indiscriminate a quaintance with the other sex. They choose their oww 
fr eads, invite them to their homes, or accept invitations to go out- 
They go to the theatre, ending off with supper, and possibly return 
home to spend an hour or two past the midnight in a renewal of the littk 
jovs of courtig. They patronise balls, the lady appearing in a dazzlin, 
dr.ss, perhaps the gift of her admirer, a gilt which he fee.s is fully pai« 
for if he can only thiuk that he is escorting the best-looking girl iu the 
room. This girl passes through more temptation in one week than th: 
high-bred miss of the Fifth Avenue does in a lifetime, and comes out 0 
it quite as sound. 

These girls who work for a living will do as they please and be their 
owa mistresses. The fact that they can earn enough to support them 
renders them independent in their bearing. They struggle for liberty 
and have it granted by their parents, p:rtially on their faith in the 
teaching they have had, and partially by the protection they feel that the 
law throws about their chasti y. The young girl never thinks of asking 
permission to go anywhere; she announc:s her att«ntion,or says’ no. 
thing, and goes. The mother in most cases, while bowing to the girl’s 
will, is none the less glad to shake off the respousibility of the charge 
and resign her care into her own bands or that of some admircr. Th: 
mother is content if she tinds the daughter at the breakfast table, anc 
will not trouble herself to inc uire at what hour she returned. 

And this, Miss One of Them, is the leading cause why American 
women become b/asé before they are old enongh to have entered, unde) 
a proper state of society, into the ordinary knowledge of life. 

It is this that leads to their early physical decay, making them, at the 
period that an Englishwoman is in the very flush of her beauty, old and 
passé. What wine and tobacco is doing for the boys, late hours, high 
excitement and irregularity of living is doing for the girls- 

The Observer could ci:e pumberless cases within his own ken to show 
how utterly we set at defiance the preservation of our women, and tu 
what frightful results it leads. After a short life of carly dissipation 
they marry, and, in accordance with American ways, fly at once into 
another extreme, They “ settle down” into old peopie at a single step, 
looking on life as only a mission for the nursing of babies, cooking o) 
dinners, and keeping house; or they give way to an increased relish for 
pleasure, dna drick the cup of society to the very bottom. In eithe: 
cise, the husband, not finding the real home. requireménts and subdued 
pleasuies with the pretty girl whom he has taken on his h nds, naturally 
seeks his enjoyments elsewhere, and the bar and billiard-rooms, with 
questionable acquaintance, is the result. 

This, Miss One of Them, is a partial condensation of our great volume 
a volume which we shall certainly publish whenever we see a chance o 
reforming the evil. 

As an instance of what this indiscriminate mingling of the sexcs 
brings about at times, let us look at the case of Clementina Anderson 
and Simms. We are not disposed to juin the hue and cry against Simme 
upon the bare ground of the advantage he took of the poor girl’s lov« 
tor him, but on the showing of his cold-blooded dishonesty and heart- 
lessness, we declare that society imperatively demands that an ex mpl 
be made of him. He has placed himself in the same light as the busi- 
ness man who seizes upon aviciim, and having, by specious promis«s 
and acts, got everything into his hands, coldly turns his back and sur 
renders the ove whom he bas twiced himself about to total ruin. As» 
philosopher and a worldly man, we should not have viewed the act 0) 
Simms, in obtaining the confidence and love of the girl as a crime; but 
his cold-blooded treatment, and his utter want of remorse, deserv: 
punishment before society, that men may understand that coutideace i» 
reposed in them, and if they abuse it and repudiate their honest ooliga- 
tiogs, they do it at their peril. 

No laws can be passed to really protect women, but those which wilt 
punish the man who fails, when a woman has sacrificed herself tor his 
sake, to defend her and protect her, through all the consequences 
arising from their mutual fault. 

For this reason we are glad that Simms now lies in prison, awaiting 
his trial for his great crime. 

Once more we go into the pile of letters before us, that we may know 
with whut our cirtle is agitated. Here we have one of interest: 


“Mr. OBSERVER—I don’t know whether the theatres are within the 
bounds of your walks, but, if so, allow me occasionally to give a growl 
at somebody connected with them, for small abuses that really interfere 
with the comfort of their patrons, This is one growl: On Wednesday 
evening last I went with a party to Niblo’s, that we might see Mr 
Forrest 1s Metamora. We were late, and the play was one we had not 
seen before. As a consequence, a programme became an ecssential 
matter; but what was my astonishment to find that one was not to be 
had, and I only achieved the necessity after paying twenty-five cents to 
ove of the hangers-ov about the place to get me a copy. This, Mr. 
Observer, might have been pardonable had a fair supply existed, but 
such was not the case, as one could not fail to see by looking about the 
house, where not more than one person in ten was possessed of the 
documents. Now 1 contend that the buyer of a ticket is as much 
entitled to a bill of the play as he is to a seat, and that any act by 
which he does not obtain one, or is obliged to grease the fingers of the 
understrappers te slip one through, is an outrage upon honesty. Do 
you agree with mw ¢ A GROWLER.” 


We do agree with Mr. Growler, not only in the special growl he sects 
forth, but in many other little growls that we clearly see he can make. 
A New York public is proverbially a good-natured one, and will bear 
almost anything that can be put upon them. We have seen this in 
numberless instances, where small outrayes in public places have been 
met with a langh, when they réally deserved an indignant protest. 
These things are too small for the press to notice, and individual re- 
monstrance is useless against an evil, 

And now, while upon this matter of evils that are too emall for the 
press to notice, we would ask, why this should be so? All these small 
things meke up a life, and as long as we repudiate anything that violates 
the sovereignty of an individual, so long will we fail in the essentials 
of a great people. It is by at‘ention to this that England has attained 
her greatness, and made herself the most comfortable spot to live in on 
the face of the glabe. In New York we cannot walk ten blocks without 
meeting cases where the comfort of the entire community is set at 
defiance by « single individual. Let us ask, for inst vce, why the 
keepers of the drog store, under the Astor House, are allowed to post 
placards upon their shop front, relating to certain shinplasters they 
have issued, which placards have the effect of blocking-up the sidewalk 
unpleasantly with idle gazers and interfering with travel? And why 
isthe Evening Express allowed to post i s blood and thunder announce- 
ments of fourteenth editions, in such 2 manner as to make it imperative 
that the passere-by should be oblized to leave the. pavement for the 
cartway during three hours of the afternoon ? 





if such things were to occur in London they would be stopped by the 
police instantly, or the perpetrators fined for each hour of their cop. 
tinuance, 
All of which is respectfully submitted by 
THE OBSERVER, 








WEEKLY GOSSIP—MUSIC, DRAMA, ETC. 


Tae Opera season has closed, and the company is now 
performing in Philadelphia. Mr. Grau redeemed his promise of a te). 
nights’ season, and gave us several performances in addition, Through 
fair weather and foul he persevered and ended we understand, a gaiver 
vy the speculation, The s ason was distinguished by the appeurance of 
our new siugers, most of them of European note, namely: Madame 
Lorini, Madame Guerrabella, and Md’iles Cordier and Mor nsi. The 
lirst proved herself to be an artist of first-class ability in style and fiuish, 
and possessed of a voice of great power, freshness and purity. Her 
artistic success was decided, but to a certain extent she had not person. 
ally the sympathy of the public. Gucrrabellais a handsome and attrac. 
tive woman, an impassioned actress and a finely-educated artist, but her 
voice is hardly equal to the suggestions of her impulses. She coulq 
uot fail to make a success, still 1t fell short of popularity. Cordier ig 
very brilliant and dushing French artist, a pretty woman and a piquant 
actress; her voice is decidedly unsymputhetic, but its metullic quality 
1s decidedly effective. Morensi is a young lady o. much persoual uttrae. 
tion, and possesses a contralto voice of :are beauty. She exhibits abi). 
ity of a high order, which with careful study and more experience wi) 
vin for her a first place among the promiuent singers of the day. The 
»roduction of so much talent in sv brief a seasou speaks well for the 
enterprise and tact of the management. 

The little piauo prodigy, Teresa Carreiio, has created a greater sensa. 
tion than even we expected, She has given six or seven concerts to 
‘rowded audiences, On One occasion the crowd was so great that the 
selling of tickets was stopped, although a hurdred people were waiting 
‘9 purchase. A grand gala concert will be given to her at the Academy 
ot Music on the 22d inust., when a brilliant array of tulent will appear, 
the little Carreio is a great star, and will astonish the neighboring 
ities when she staris upon her provincial tour, 

The Sacred Harmonic Society, now uuder the capable leadership of 
George W. Morgan, organist of Grace Church, will give a graud per. 
ormance of Handel’s Messiah, at Irving Hall, ou Curistmas Eve, The 
choral strength is greatly increased, and its rehearsal exuibiis a marked 
smprovement in their practice, 

‘The German Opera may now be considered a permanent institution of 
the city. It has reached its tifty-fifth performance, without numbering 
some thirteen Or iourieen Sunday eveniug conceris. ‘he system 0: con- 
slantly producing novelties, and the geuerul excellence of the perform- 
ince, attracts crowded audi.nces every night. On the venvetit night of 
C.1rl Ansebutz, the able mavager aad conductor, the price 0. auwission 
wes doubled, yet the house was crowded to overtiowing, as much as a 
aundred dollars haviog been paid tur a private box. At the last Sunday 
enivg concert, that charmicg artist, Madame Auna Bishop .sang and 
vook the German heart by storm. 

The new drama of ‘* Edith,” produced by Matilda Heron, at Niblo’s 

Garden, has made a decidea hit, ‘ Kast Lyon,” the novei on which the 
\rama is founded, is so universally known that a detail of the plot is 
aunecessary. It is a domestic tragedy of a deeply interesting and ex- 
iting character, and touches every heart by its paiuful and terrible 
raturalness. Matilda Herou’s Edith is a wonderiul perturmance, both 
in its conception and execution. We canaot deny its art, out we are 
onscious Ouly ef its nature. That it is studied « very one knows, but 
in the action who would velieve it? Every emotion seems a genuine 
sutburst 01 irrepressible feeling, aud its maguetic influence upon the 
sudieuve is iu pruportionto its naturalness, The whole range of human 
wassion is touched upon iu the different phases of this powerful charac- 
ier, and from the moment when she gives her whole woman’s lvve to 
aer chosen husband, until the hour when she returns clandestinely to 
uis home to claim forgiveness and to dic, Miss Heron realized a living 
portraiture which, iu vivid truthiuluess, could not be excelled. She 
aeld the sympathies of her audience within her grasp, and swayed them 
it her will. The whole deep and abiding interest was ccptied in the 
haracter she counterieited, and her woman’s nature, which rose 
superior to the conventionzlities of art. triumphed ia the teariul tribute 
won from her own sex over the erring but repeutaut and suffering 
sister. We can add no greater praisuy to Matilda Heron’s persouaticn of 
E:lith, than was conveyed iu the breathless attention, aud the profound 
wd visible sympathy of her sudience. In these we recognize her 
greatest triumph, which no written priise can enhance. Her dr. 8 -ing of 
the character was superb, the material wis of the costliest des-criptivn, 
wd the taste exquisite aud unexceptionable. * Euitl’? was a success, 
und will become only second in popularity to *‘ Camille.” The comic 
interpulations added grestly 10 the sombre character of the plot. 

Dr. Bird’s play, * Tne Broker of Bogota,” was procuced at Niblo’s, 
m Friday last, to an overflowing house. It was literally its tirst pro 
luction, for only oa this occasiun have the parts been adequ it ly tiiled. 
We have no spuce to descrive the plot, which, although sumewhat im- 
»robable, 1s both exciting and inurcsting, Of the acting we must speak 
in brief, Mr, Forrest, as the Broker, exhibited, in a marked degree, 
tliat phase in his cbharacter—the absence of which has been oiten re- 
sretted—that of concentrated pathos. In the emphatic porcions of the 

haracter, especiclly the denunciation, his intensity arose alm: st to the 
sublime; but the earnest teuderness of his appeals to his son were 
equally grand in the depth of their passion. We never beiore felt the 

ull force of the genius of Edwin Forrest, We can hardly award less 

praise to the acting of Mr. Wheutley; his Caberero was a finished and 
masterly performance in every respect, and we hove rarely seen Mme, 
Ponisi to greater advantage. fhe play was a d «ided success, due, iv 
t.e greatest measure, toir admi.able acting, 

Mr, and Mrs. Barvey .villiams are still .c hr 
and wherever they areat home they seem ohay :the knack of mukiog 
the great public at homealso. WinterG deny 48 euch wh le-souled 
liosts to raise it up to arespectabie popularity, and Barney Williains 
ud his wife are the “ good people” who have done that thing. It’s a 
pity they ever go away. ‘The performances of the past week were wit- 
vessed by so mmy thousands, that ours would be a twice told story if 
we named them; but we will state for the benefit of our renders that 
the entertainments for this week are ‘‘ Willie Reilly.” “ Customs of 
the Country” and “ Pat’s Blunders.” A richer bill for mirth could 
hardly be offered. 

‘* A Bichelor of Arts,” “ Central Park,” “Speed the Plough,” and 
other admirable plays and comedies, brilliantiy mounted and finely 
wted, continue to attract crowded and fashionable audicnces to Wal 
lack’s Theatre. Nothing except very bad weather affects the attend. 
ance at this establishment, so widely and honorably established in its 
reputation. 

At Laura K-ene’s the magnificent holiday F.iry spectacle “ Blon- 
dette” is still the point of attraction. Its gorgeous seencry and ap- 
pointments, the clever acting of the many beautiful ladies and the 
charming music, have secured for it a large share of popular favor, and 
will insure it a successful run for some weeks to come, 

At Burnum’s Museum, Bourcicavult’s interesting drama, the “ Col- 
leeu Bawn,” is performed every afternvon and eveving, and has made 

8 great a hit there as elsewhere. Commodore Nutt has not gone to 
Europe yet, he still holds his levees at the Wuseum. Tue wouderful 
iat girl, weighing over a quarter of a ton, Herr Driesbach and his Cali- 
forni-n bears, the beautiful tropical fish, une Albino family and a host 
of other curiosities, are exhibited day and evening at Barnum’s 
Museum, 


se at Winter Garden, 





Tax ON Swit Mrrx.—The Commissioner of Internal 
Revenue has decided “ that a farmer who sells the products of his own 
farm by travelling from house to house is nota pedlir, The milk ofa 
farmer’s cows is considered as among the products of his farm, aud no 
licence is required for the sile thereof. A person other than a farmer, 
who keeps cows and makes the sale of mil« an occupation, is not em 
braced in the above ruling, and will be required to tuke a licence.” 


*‘Oxng NuGro SHort.”—The New Orleans Delta has this 
paragraph : It strike us that Capt James MeQuoid, of the steamer Iber- 
ville, is in a tight place. He went up the river the other day, and upon 
his return yesterdsy he was “ one negro short.”’ Inquiry was institu- 
ted, and it turned out that he sold the man. Gen. Butler has locked 
McQuaid up ia the parish prison, “ there to remaia until he returns the 
negro.” We like the conditions, although old Barker will call us by the 
fearful name of “‘ Abolitiovist” for saying so. 


Tue Em ress Evcenie’s Bouporr.—Luxurious and yet 
elegant splendor, most refined judgment aud a poetic temperament are 
revealed in the arrangement of the boudoir of the Empress Eugenie. 
The doors are made of ivory, inlaid with gold; the furniture is rose- 
wood, of graceful shape. inlaid with gold, mirrors, or ivory: the sofas 
and chairs are covered with pale red silk; the wal's are hung with «# 
dark paper, and the ceiling is an exquisite fresco. A magniticent 
Smyrnian c rpet voluptuousl+ deadens tne sound of footsteps. Around 
hang the most valuable paintings of the old musters, borrowe4t from 
the Louvre Gill ry and Versuilles, as well as two family portraits in 
oil, overshadowed by palms, otodendra and camelias. The window 





ledges are constantly adorned with fresh flowers; on the writing-desk 
lie splendid portfolios, and books bound with tortoiseshell. inlaid witb 
Nothing is wanting which a complete sense of luxury can devise, 
heavily fringed 
ct, and apy one 
poetry. 


gold. 
not even the toning of the light. The red silk « 

with black velvet, throw a subdued hue over ev: 
who enters the room may imagiue that he is inha! 
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SPLENDID HOLIDAY PRESENTS! 


EST OPPORTUNITY EVER OF- 
THE EDT SECURE GOOD JEWELLERY 
F AT LOW PRICES. 


100,000 


+8, CHAINS, SETS OF JEWFLLERY, GOLD PENS, 
Fee UORLETS, LOCKETS, RINGS, GENTS’ .PLNS, 
SLEEVE-BUTTONS, STUDS, ETC., ETC., 
ETC., 


worth $500,000, 


id for Ove Doller each, without regard 
ud not to be paia for tul you know what you 

Send 25 cents heel $eyoe = will 
: what you can have f r $1, and at the same 
ey pot Circular containing full list ond particu- 
Fi80 terms to Agente, — we want in every 

at nd Town in the country. 
Regiment # J. H. WINSLOW & Co., 
208 Broadway, New York. 


To be 8 
to value, a9 
are to get. 





—_ 
Cleanse_the Blood. 
\ ITH corrupt, disordered or vitiated 


Blood, you must be sick all over. It may 
purst out in Pimples, or Sores, or in some active dis- 
ease, or it may merely keep you listless, depressed 
and good for nothing. But you cannot have god 
health while your blood is impure, Ayer’s Sarsapa- 
rilla purges out these impurities and stimulates the 
orgins O life into vigorous action, restoring the 
health and expelling disease, Hence it rapidly cures 
a variety of co upliints which are cause by impurity 
of the blood, such as Scrofula or Kings’ Evil, Tumors, 
Ulcers, Sores, Eruptions, Pimples, Blotches, Boils, 
St, Anthony’s Fire, Rose or Erysipelas, Tetter or Salt 
Rheum, Scald Head, Ringworm, Cancer or Cancerous 
Tumors, Sore Eyes, Female Diseases, such as Reten- 
tion, (rregularity, Suppression, Whites, Sterlity, 
Syphilis or Venereal Diseases. Li er Complaints and 
Heart Diseases. Try AYER’S SARSAPARILLA, and 
see for yourself the surprising activity with which it 
cleanses the blood and cures the disorders. 

Ayer’s CHERRY PECTORAL is s0 universally 
known to surpass every other remedy for the cure of 
Coughs, Colds, Influenza, Hoarseness, Croup, Bron- 
chitis, Incipient Consumption, and for the relief of 
Consumptive Patients in advanced stages of the dis- 
euse, that it is useless here to recount the evi .ence of 
its virtues, The world knows them. 

Ayer’s CATHARTIC PILLS—for Costiveness, Dys- 
pepsia, Indigestion, Dysentery, Foul Stomach, Jaun- 
dice, Headache, Heartburn, Piles, Rheumatism, 
Dropsy, Worms, and in short for all the purposes of 
a purgative medicine. 

Prepared by DR. J. C. AYER & CO., Lowell, 
Mass, 


SEWING MACHINES 
FOR HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 


FINKLE & LYON 
SEWING MACHINES, 


With Tucker and Marker, and Improved Universal 
Hemmer, The best Machines for Family use, Call 
and examine, 

0000 OFFICE, No. 538 BROADWAY, N. Y. 





The Barly Physical Degeneracy of 
AMERICAN PEOPLE, 


And the early melancholy decline of Childhood and 
Youth, just published by DR. ST@wE, Physician to 
the froy Lung and Hygienic Institute. 

A Treatise on the above subject, the cause of Ner 
vous Debility, Marasmus and Consumption; Wasting 
of the Vital Fluids the mysterious and hidden causet+ 
for Palpitation, Impaired Nutrition and Digestion. 

aa Fail not to send two red Stamps and obtain this 
book, Address 


DR. ANDREW STONE, 


Physician to the Troy Lung and Hygienic Institute 
and Physician for Diseases of the Heart, Throat and 
Lungs, No. 96 Fifth St., Troy, N. Y. 378-90 





TO CANVASSING AGENTS!! 


Extraordinary Profits !- 


GREAT INC UCEMENTS 


That Splendid Illustrated Work, 
FRANK LESLIE’S 


PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE WAR, 


Will be furnished to Canvassers and Newsdealers’on 
terms that will afford a GREATER PROFIT than 
was ever before obtained on any publication. It is 
the most BEAUTIFULLY EMBELLISHED work 
ever printed in America. For terms, address 
SINCLAIR TOUSEY, General Agent, 
121 Nassau street, New York. 


2s « 

THE SECRET OUT! 
Humbug Exploded! A “Book of Wonders!” 
on\ulging more than 1,000 “‘ Mistakes Corrected,’ 
ale and Patents Revealed.” ‘‘ Employment for 

Arts, Money-Making Receipts and Discoveries 





c 


(Artificial Gold, Silver and Diamonds. Graham’s Oo- 
We *tt ot Embalming, R.rey’s Horse-Taming 
oan Greek Fire, Fire Eating, Hunter’s Secret— 
fect ing), now sold by various “‘ Public Bene- 
cop 8, Of) at from $1 t. $5 each, “ Meticx]l Advi 
Ca! Guile to Besuty” “Koad to Wealth,” 
ow Fy and Toilet Receipts, ete ,etc. A wark really 
com tble t everybody, mailed iree on receipt of 15 
“als. Address Box 342, Syracuse, N. Y. 

Agents, Mle and Femule. wanted to sell articles of 


real merit and practical utilit needed by every 
family. Great profits re lized, ‘i . 378° 
p Agents Wanted.—PRIZE STATIONERY 
SALE AGES, the BEST, ©HEAPEST, and MOST 
othe ABLE. Those now in the business, as wellas 
oy, Should send for our Circular. 

“e THISTLE & OOy, 128 and 190 Nassau-st., ¥.Y 





Watchchains.—A new style of Gentlemen’s 
Chains finished in JET ENAMEL, with PATENT 
BAR att»ched. A Sample-Chvin will be forwar ed 
free of charge, to any address, on receipt of ONE 

y 


DOLLAR, by J. L. FERGUSON, Importer of 
Waiches, Chains, Jewellery, etc , 208 Broadway, he ° 





The Shaler Parlor Skate Depot, 


440 BROADWAY, N. Y¥. 

This is the only Floor 
Skate the use of which will 
pérfect a person in the art 
of Ice *kating. 

CAUTION —The public, 
to avoid impositi -n, shouli 

___ see that tbe word PATENT- 
4 i= ED is upon the sole. 

WATERS-SON My Skating Hall is open 
daily, and Wednesday nights, for instruction. The 
most desirable stock of Ire Skates in the market, for 
sale by O. M. VAIL, 446 Broadway. 


A SPLENDID HOLIDAY GIFT! 


MME. DEMOREST'S 
EAUTIFUL AND EFFICIENT 


$5 Running-Stitch Sewing Machine. 


_The embodiment of practical utility and extreme 
simplicity, makes the useful Running-Stiteh very 
rapidly and perfect with a common needle, and will 
lgst a lifetime. Its simplicity, efficiency and utilit 
confirmed by the First Feemices at the New Yor 
state Fair. Any chilu ot six or eight years can under- 
stand it and use it success/ully. Putupina neat case, 
witu full instructions and 25 necdles. Collected on 
delivery, or when the $5 is enclosed in the order sent 
free of express charges. A splendid chance for 
Agenvics. For particuiars, see the Winter Number of 
MMF. DEMOREST’S MIRROR OF FASHIONS, 
or jor Specimens of Sewing, etc., send stamp tor Cir- 
culars. Address, 

378 MME. DEMOREST, 473 Broadway, N. Y. 








66 Psychomancy-”—How either sex may fas- 
cinate and guiu the love, confidence, affection and good 
will of avy persun they choose, instant.y. This simple 
mental acquiremenot ali can possess, securing certain 
success in love, marriage, &c., free by mail, ‘or <5 cts , 
together with a guide to the unmarried of both sexes 
—an extraordinary book, of great interest; third edi- 
tion; over 100,000 copks already sold. Address T, 
WILLIAM & CO., Publishers, box 2,300, Phila- 
deiphia, : 378-81 





A New Story by Arthur. 

A New Serial, by T. S. ARTHUR, entitled “OUT 

IN tHE WORLD,” is commenced in the January 

Number of ARTHUR’S HOME MAGAZINE. For sale 

by Newsdealers. Yearly terms $2. Four copies $5. 

Published by ‘'. 8S. ARTHUR & CO., 323 Walnut 
Street, Philadelphia. 378-800 


McClellan Medal. 


THE McCLELLAN MEDAL, in Silver, Bronze, 
Nickel, Copper and Tin, now :eady. Specimens in 
Nickel, Copper or Tin, sent, postpaid, on receipt of 25 
cents. Collectors, Sutlers and Dealers supplied by 
the 100 or 1,000, Circulars sent free, Address 

8. C. UPHAM, 

3780 403 Chestnut St., Phila. 
un for the Holidays and Winter Even= 
INGS — Dame Fortune’s Predictious”—moral and 
merry. A new and interesting game, just published, 
consisting of 50 questions and 1,000 answers, adapted 
to polite society. Sold by G. M. FAIRCHILD, 14 
Anon 8St.; N. Y. Bazaar, 633 Broadway; and at Book- 
sellers, Toy and Fancy Stores. Single copies 38 cents. 
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Gold! Gold! 
Full instructions in Ventriloquism, and ho-v to win 

the undying love of the opposite sex, sent by mail to 

wy person for Five Cents. Address 

J. F. JAGGERS, Calhoun, Illinois. 


$10—Johnson’s Union Washing Machine 
—Stands urirvalied as the cheapest, best and most 
reliable for Hospitals, Hotels and Families generally 
—PRICE $10, 

J. JOHNSON & CO., 457 Broadway, N. Y. 

$8—Johnson’s Union Clothes Wrin-eer. 

made or gaivanized iron and vulcanized India ruover. 
Never gets out of order, Is admitted to be the best ip 
ise, and will fit any tub or box—PRICE $8. 

J. JOHNSON & CO., 457 Broadway, N.Y. 


Read, Mark and Learn the contents of that 
invaluable work, “ ‘the Illustrated Marriage Guide 
umd Medical Adviser,’ by WM. EARL, M. D., 186 
pages. Muiled everywhere in sealed euvelopes, on 
receipt of 25 cents (stamps). Address 58 White St, 

378-00 


IMPORTANT! 


If you wish to know what your Taxes are, buy 


FRANE LESLIE'S 
POCKET TAX BILL. 


The neatest thing ever published. 
> PRICE 10 CENTS. 


FOR SALE. 


A SOAP AND CANDLE MANUFACTORY in one 
of the most prosperous cities in C nada, at present 
yielding a highly remunerative profit. The present 
occupant not having sufficient capital to carry on the 
increased amount 0: business, will, if desired, take a 
p rtner on favorable terms. 

378 Address W. J——, 350 Pearl street, N. Y. 








New Novels by Lady Clara Cavendish. 


The Woman of the World. Lisa, or the Mesmer- 
ists Victim. The Divorce, a Tale of Fushionable Life. 
Margaret, Marchioness of Miviver. Price 50 cts. each. 
Mailed, free of postage, on receipt of price. FRED. 
A. BRADY, Publisher, 24 Ann street, N. Y. For 
sale in Philadelphia by T. B. PETERSON & BROS, 

378 





To Consumptives. , 


HE Advertiser, having been restored to healt! 
in a few weeks, by a very simple remedy, after 
1aving suffered several years with a severe LUNG 
AFFECTION, and that dread disease, CONSUMPTION, 15 
wnxious to make known to his fellow-sufferers the 
neans of cure, To all who desire it he will send a 
opy of the prescription used (free of charge), with 
tirections for preparing and using the same, which 
hey will find a sure cure for Conswmption, Asthma, 
trunchites, $c. The only object of the advertiser tm 
sending the prescription is to benefit the afflicted, and 
pread information which he conceives to be invaluable 
md he hopes every sufferer will try his remedy, as it 
wili cost them nothing, and mayproveablessing Par 
ies wishing the prescription will please address 
REV. EDWARD A. WILSON 


372.840 Whamsvurg Klogs Cvunty; §. Y. 





A MERRY CHRISTMAS 
AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR! 
GENUINE 


IRISH AND SCOTCH WHISKEY. 
JOHN McAULIFFE, 


41 an® 43 Nassau Street, New York, 


Has on hand a large stock of Irish and Scotch 
Whiskey of many years importation. 10,000 Bottles 
ready for the comiug fesfive sexson. Hehasexp essly 
imported from the Lonaon Docks fine Old Bottled 
Sherry, Osborn’s Port (so recommended for invalids), 
Fine Old East Indian Madeira, Pure Jamaica Rum, Old 
Tom Gin, Old Highlind Scotch Whiskey, James 
Henessy & Co.’s »randy, very fine; Barclay & Per- 
kins’s Porter, Muir’s Scotch Ale, Guinness’s and Man- 
der’s Porter, bottled in Dublin. Connoisseurs in 
really genuine articles are invited to select from the 
above. Branch, 355 Broome St., near the Westchester 
House. sg-Orders by mail promptly attended to, 


JUST TRIBUTE TO MERIT! 
AT INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION, LONDON, 
JULY 11TH, 1862, 


DUPRYEA’S MAIZENA 


Was the only “ preparation for food from Indian 
Corn” that received a medal and honorable mention 
from the Royal Commissioner-, the competition of al) 
prominent manufacturers of “Corn Starch” and 
“ Prepared Corn Maizena Flour” of this and other 
countries notwithstanding. The food and luxury of 
the age, without a single fault. One trial will con- 
vince the most sceptical. Makes Puddings, Cakes, 
Custards, Blancmang-, &c., without isiuglass, with 
few or m0 eggs, at a cost astonishing the most econ- 
omical. A slight addition to ordinary Wheat Flour 

reatly improves Bread and Cake. It is also excel- 
Feat or thickening sweet sauces, gravies for fish 
and meat, soups, fhe. For Ive Cream nothing can 
compare with it. A little boiled in milk will produce 
rich Cream for coffee, ch colate tea, &c. 

Put up in 1 pound packages, with directions, 

A most delicious article of food for children and 
invalids of all ages. 

For sale by Grocers and Druggists oe 

Manufactured at GLEN CvVE, L NG ISLAND. 

WHOLESALE DEPOT, 166 FULTON ST. 


369-80 WM. DURYEA, General Agent, 





Attention, Masons and Soldiers. 

T will send (as eample), on receipt 
of $1, ahandsome Gold Masonic Pia 
or Ring, or Plated Vest Chain, or a 
fine Gold Pen and Peneril, or En- 
} graved Locket, or Bracelet, or Neck 
Chain, or a beautiful set of Jewellery, 
together with my wholesale Circular, 


B. T. HAYWARD, 
Manufacturing Jeweller, 
208 Broadway, New York. 





HOLIDAY PRESE .TS! 





' SEWING 


" CATS I~ 





revo 

Highest Premium, World’s Fair, London, 1862. 
SEK THE RECENT IMPROVEMENTS. 

375-80 OFFICE, 505 BROADWAY, N. Y. 





A Retired Clergyman having been restored to health 
in a few days, after many years of great nervous euf- 
fering, is willing to assist others by sending ({ree), op 
the receipt of a postpaid directed envelope, a copy of 
the prescription used, Direct, the Rev. JOHN M 
DAGNALL, 186 Fulton St., Brooklyn, N.Y. 370-82 


WEDDING CARDS # 


These Celebrated Engraved Cards soid only at J. EVERDELL’S 
Old Establishment, 302 Broadway, cor. Duane St. N. Y. 
(Established 1840. ("For Specimen by Mail, send two stamps. 


000 


“RHEUMATISM, WHO HAS IT? 


It has been confessedly acknowledged by thousands 
who have used them that the Gilvano Electro Metal- 
lic Insoles are the only preventive and cure. Sold bv 
druggists and shoe dealers generally. Price $1; sent 
by tail for $1 25. METTAM & CO., 429 Bro. dway. 
Send for a Cireular. Secured by English and Ameri 
can Pat 5 





376-7 


AL DIOR) A WEEKLY NEWSPAPER, 
rae cour oni 
GENERAL SITHHA a 


Price $3 perk ANNuM; 6 Ce PER CoPr. 
Send for Specimen Copies, with Brice, to the 
ALBION OFFICE, 16 Bee &t.,N. ¥ 


P. S.—Single Copies of the celebrated Albion Stee 


Engravings, $3; half-dozen or more, $2 per Copy 
Sent, postpaid, to any address in the United States. 
000 





The Confessions and Experience 01 
an Invalid. 


UBLISHED for the benefit and as a warning 

and a caution to young men who suffer from 
Nervous Debility, Prematuré Decay, &c.; supplying 
at the same time the means of Self-Cure. one who 
has cured himself, after being pu to at-expense 
through medical imposition and quackery. By in- 
closing a postpaid addressed envelope, ae Copies 
may be had of the author, NATHANIEL MAYFAIR, 
Esq.. Bedford, Kings County, N. Y. 370 82 








Vo You Want Luxuriant Whiskers 
or Moustaches P 


Vi ¥ Onguent will force them to grow heavily in 
L six weeks (upon the smoothest face) without 
stain or injury to the skin, Price $1—sent by mail, 
post free, to any address on receipt of an order. 

R, G. GRAHAM, 109 Nassau 8t., New York, 


SONNTAG & BEGGS 


MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 


FINE VIOLINS AND STRINGS, 
GERMAN ACCOKDEONS, 
GUITARS, FLUTBS, 
York. 


858-80 % Mazer Laxp, New 





JUST READY, 


NEW GOODS FOR THE HOLIDAYS, 


An opportunity not to be lost sight of. Agents 
wanted in every Town and Regiment in the United 


tates. 
$100,000 WORTH OF 


WATCHES, CHAINS. SETS OF JEWELLERY 
PINS, RINGS, GOLD PENS AND PENCILS, 
BRACELETS, SLEEVE BUTTONS AND 
STUDS, SCARF PINS, Etc., Etc, Etc., 


To be sold for $1 each, and not to be paid for until 
you know what you are to get. S nd 25 cents for a 
Certificate, with a Circular g ving full particulars. 
Box 4329. W. FORSYTH & CoO. 
3760 18 John St., N. Y. 


Friends of Sick and Wounded Soldiers 
—I hove alwavs on hand a good assortment of the 
WINES and BRANDIES of PAUL DE CONINCK, 
MONOD and GUIRAUD, of BORDEAUX, France. 
All goods warranted aeinty pure. They are recom- 
mended ard largely used for medical purposes, J. 
MARC MARTIN, Importer, 203 Pearl-st. N. Y. 

EIGHT CARD PICTURES 
For $1, at 
K. W. BENICZKY’S 
PHOTOGRAPHIC ROOMS 
No, 2 New Uhembers St., cor. of Chathain St. 


BOOKS, CARDS, PRINTS. 


LONDON, PARIS and YANKEE NOTIONS. Cir- 
cula’ on receint of stamps. Address 
375-8“ MACKEY & Cvu., 81 Nassau St., N. Y. 


TO ALL, WANTING FARMS. 


leap at thriving Settlement of VINELAND. Rich 
Soil, Good Crops of Wheat, Corn, Peaches, etc., to be 
seen. Only 30 miles from Philadelphia. Delightful 
climate, 20 acres tract at from $ 5 to $20 per acre, 
perente within four years, Good schr ols ind society. 

undreds are settling. Apply to CHAS. K LANDIS, 
P. M., Vneland, Cumberland Co., New Jersey. Re- 
port of Solon Robinson and Vineland Rural sent free, 


From Report of Solon Robinson, Ag. Ed. Tribune: 

“ It is one of the most extensive fertile tracts, in an 
almost level position, and suitable condition for plea- 
sant farming, that weknow of this side of the Western 
prairies,” 370-79 








000 











Get the Best! 


COOLEY’S CABINET PRINTING PRESS, 
The cheapest au’ best thing out. 
Send for Circulars, ry cigy stamp. 
o J. G. COOLEY & CO. No. 1 Spruce St., N. Y, 





Employment at Your Own Home— 
Either sex—suitable for a livelihood or leisure hours 
im every city and town. Large profits realized. Ad- 
dress, with red stamp, for particulars, 

DOCTOR WARNER, 

373-80 54 East Twelfth St., New York, 


MACKENZIE’S 


PATENT CAN- 
TERING HORSES 
—The most delight- 
ful out-door exercise 
for Boys’ and Girls 
that could be desired . 
tun rapidly over the 
rround vy the weight 
of the rider. Send 
‘or an il'ustrated 
circular, 


8. WM. SMITH, No. 498 Broadway. 


HOLIDAY .« 
AND BIRTHDAY GIFTS 
FOR CHILDREN. 


The most useful and bene- 
ficial are the Patent Sprip 
Rocking Horses, invente 
by Jesse A. Crandall. They 
are not dangerous, like the 
common rocker, and can 
not be easily upset, They 
expand the chest, and learn 
the rider to sit correctly. 
inclosed for illustrated circular and 
price list. Also, a large assortment of Sleighs, Pro- 
pellers, Drums, ete., etc. 3 
000:«=€L. TIBBALS, No. 480 Broadway, New York. 


Beauty.—Huvnr’s BLoom oF Roses, a charming, 
ielicate and natural color for the cheeks or lips; will 
aot wash off or injure the skin, It remains perma- 
aent for years and cannot be detected. Mailed free 
for $1. HUNT & CO., Perfumers, 133 South Seventh 
St., Philadelphia. 000 
The Cheapest Place mm the World 

FOR WATCHES AND JEWELLERY. 
FOR WATCHES AND JEWELLERY. 
FOR WATCHES AND JEWELLERY. 
Forty-Three Hundred and Seventeen Articles. 
Forty-Three Hundred and Seventeen Articles. 
Forty-Three Hundred and Seventeen Articles, 
FOR FIFTY DOLLARS. 
FOR FIFTY DOLLARS, 
FOR FIFTY DOLLARS, 
Trade List sent Free Address 
JEROME A. SALISBURY, Agent, 
377 


Providence, R. I. 
*€ Woustaches and Whiskers in 42 Days.” 
Hunting, s ishing and many other GREAT Secrets, 
allin the BOOK OF WONDERS, 7,500 sold, 8th 








377-9 








Send stam 


Ed. Price only 20 cts. Sfor $i. Mailed free. 
Address C. E. HUNTER & CU., Hinedale, N. H, 
377.80 





~ MURRAY, EDDY & CO.’s 


LOTTERIES ! 


AUTHORIZED BY THE STATES OF 


Kentucky 
_ AND 
Missouri, 
draw daily, in public, under tue superintendence of 
sworn Commissioners. 


aa The Managers’ Offices are located at Covin ton 
Kentucky, and St. Louis, Missouri. 
PRIZES VARY FROM 


$250 TO $100,000! 
Tickets from $2 50 to $20! 


g@ Circulars, giving full explanation and the 
Schemes to be drawn, will be sent, free of expens 
by addressing 
MUBRAY, EDDY & CO., Covington, Kentucky 

OB, 


MUBRAY, EDDY & CO, Bt. Louis, Missour’. 
























[Dzc. 27, 1862, 


ee 





FRANK LESLIE'S ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. 
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REBELYIRON-CLAD RAM GEORGIA, NOW LYING OFF FORT JACKSON, SAVANNAH RIVER, GEORGIA, AND INTENDED FOR THE ATTACK OF FORT PULASKI,—SKETCHED BY OUR SPECIAL ARTTST.—SEE PAGE 222. 





HOLIDAY BASKET. 


Agents sell immense quantities every day, and the de- 
mand is enormous for our great few Holiday Prize 
Packages, or Santa Claus’ Christmas Basket, the gift 
of the season.—Containing a Panorama of Christmas 
Fun, one box of Paints, Merry Fireside Games, As- 
trologists’ Cards, Winter Evening Sketches, Shadows 
on the Wall, Funny Faces, Writing Paper, 450 Mot- 
toes, rich Jewellery, etc. Retails for only 25 cents, 
Send for Circular. S.C, RICKARDS & CO., 102 
Nassau street, N. Y. 3780 


THE BEST GIFT 


FOR SOLDIERS IN THE FIELD 
Is BVANS’S 


PORTABLE CAMP COOKING STOVE, 


Which furnishes every conveniehce for a MESS of 
FOUR OFKICERS.. Is packed for transportation 
with 7 feet of pipe, in mess chests, 20 by 24 inches, and 
12 feet deep. Can be put up in FIVE MINUTES. 
Price, with Chest, $15; or one of EVANS’S PORTA- 
BLE TENT HEATERS, will heat any tent in the 
service. Is»packed with 7 feet of pipe in box 10 
inches square ‘and 8 inches deep ; we complete, $5. 
J. W. EVANS 


Send for Circular. i 
3780 21 John strect, New York. 








tice. —Those wishing to become rich, or suc- 
cont anything they wish, should send for onc or all 
of the Gipsy’s Seven Secret Charms. Thousands have 
done so and now rejoice. They cost but little and do 
mue od. For further particulars send stump, and 
get full explanation, to E. F, MAYO, Ballston Spa., 
N.Y. 378-90 





Read—“'The Secret Out,”—on page 223, 
inside. 3780 


To Consumptives.—You will get the Recipe 
for a sure cure for Coughs, Colds, Consumption and 
all Lung complaints, by sending to D. ADER, 381 
Pearl Street, N. Y.. He sends it free, Write for it, 

has cured thousands, 0000 








ARMY SHIRTS! ARMY SHIRTS!! 


AT PARRISH’S SHIRT FACTORY, 
323 CANAL STREET, N. Y. 


SUPERIOR DRESS SHIRTS. 


Made to measure, Fit guaranteed. $21 and $24 
\ or dozen. 
ag Family Supply Score of Bosoms. Collars and 
Wristbands, for Shirt-making. 366-910 


ERIENDS OF SOLDIERS! 

} y~ Articles for Soldiers at Baltimore, Wash- 

ington, Fortress Monroe, Harper’s Ferry, 
Newberne, Port Royal, au4. all other places, should 
be sent, at half rates, by HARNDEN’S EXPRESS. 
No. 74 Broadway. Sutlers charged low rates. 000 
Howard Association, Philadelphia—For 
the Relief of the Sick and Distressed, afflicted with 
Virulent and Chronic Diseases. Medical advice given 
gratis by the Deting Surgeon. Valuable reports on 
the NEW REMEDIES employed in the Dispensary, 
sent in sealed letter envelopes, free of charge. Ad- 
dress DR. J. SKILLIN HOUGHTON, Howard 
—_——— No. 2 South Ninth 8t., Philadelphia, Pa, 

373-3760 - 


WATCHES AND JEWELLERY. 


NE GOLD WATCHES, 
Of all descriptions. 
FINE GOLD JEWELLERY, 
Of all descriptions. 
CHEAP JEWELLERY OF ALL KINDS. 
For sale by 
GEO, C. ALLEN, 415 Broadway, 
One door below Canal St. 
Formerly 11 Wall St, 


LADIES’ COMBS, New Styles. 
FANS, New and Elegant Styles. 


For sale by 
GEO, C, ALLEN, 415 Broadway, 
3780 One door below Canal St. 














A Beautiful Microscope for 28 cts., 


VMAs Ee 500 times, mailed on receip 
of price. Five of different powers, $2 =6Ad- 
dress F. 


. BOWEN, Box 220, Boston, Mass. ° 
~ 
SKATES FOR THE MILLION ! 








‘““THE LATEST KINK.” 
Woodham’s Self-Cleaning Fastenings can be attached 
to any Skate, 





Sportsmen’s Depot, No. 424 Broadway. 
Between Canal and Howard Streets, N. Y. 
SKATES MADE, GROUND AND REPAIRED. 


Only depot for “ Ludden’s” Telescopic Smoking 
Tubes and Chargers. 3780 

Lands.—To ALL WANTING FARMS, Thriving 
Settlement, Rich Soil, Mild Climate: sce advertise 

ment of Vineland, on page 191. 





BALLOU’S 


PATENTED 


Fi: Xe BS 


French Yoke 


SHIRTS 


WARRANTED 
TO FIT, 
Se SEND FOR A 
CIRCULAR, 
Ballou Bros., 
REMOVED TO 
403 Broadway, 
New York. 


¥or sale by all the principal dealers throughout the 
United States. 








Je } 





$40 per Month and expenses paid.’ For par- 
ticulars, address (with stamp) HARRIS BROS,, 
Boston, Mass. 372-840 


















Pre 


Sts a Be 


Important to Agents.—We have reduced the 
wholesale price of our great STATIONERY PORT- 
FOLIO PACKAGES. We also give better Watches 
to our Agents than any otber firm. Send stamp for 
new Circular, WEIR & OO., 34 South 3rd St., Phila. 

0000 


























Made to Measure at $18, $24 and $27 
PER DOZEN. 


Self-iMeasurement for Shirts. 


Printed directions for self-measurement, list of 
prices, and drawings of different styles of shirts and 
collars sent free everywhere, 


FRENCH FLANNEL ARMY SHIRTS, 
$18, $24 and $30 per Dozen. 
8S. W. H. WARD, from London, 
000 No. 387 BROADWAY. 
CHICKERING & SONS’ 
NEW SCALE 
GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT 


PLANOFORTES. 


50 PRIZE MEDALS 


Have been awarded to Messrs. C. & Sons, for the su 
periority of their manufacture over all competitors 


WAREROOMS: 


694 Broadway, New York. 


376-880 
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Union Prize Packages. 
C. M. DUNN & COS great Headquarters, 11s 
Nassau Street, N. Y., and 134 Clark Street, Chicago 
Til. Agents, Sutlers, Merchants and others, pleas: 
send for Circulars of our new styles—(the largest 
Package House in the United States.) 3760 
) 
Grover & Baker's 
CELEBRATED 
Noiseless Sewing 
Machines. 
> Acknowledged to be superior 
to all others, 










495 BROADWAY, NEW York, 
Agencies throughout the 
United States. 0000 


A SPECULATION. 


Can make easy $15 per day selling our GREAT NEW 
UNION PRIZE AND STATIONERY PACKAGES, con 
taining over $1 worth of Fine Articles for only 2 
cents. RICH, VALUABLE AND USEFUL. Nothing 
like them out. Everybody wants them—just th 
thing for CHRISTMAS HOLIDAY GIFT. We 
give each Agent ordering 100a SPLENDID WATCH 
warranted as a TIME-KEEPER. ~ Profits immens 
Sales quick. Send for NEW Circular with EXTRA 
inducements. S. C, RICKARDS & CO., 102 Nassav 
Street, N. Y. Largest and oldest Prize Packag 
House in the world. 











SONS’ 
PATEN? 

OVERSTRUN 
GRAND 

AND SQUAR¢ 
PIANCS 

Are now considered the best Pianos manufactured 

and will be sold to suit the times. Each Instrument 


warranted for five years. Warerooms Nos. 82 and § 
Walker St,, near Broadway, N. Y. Send for Ciren!-r 
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The Cat that was not let out of the Bag—General discomfiture of Newspaper Repories 








